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ADVERTISEMENT. 


« Englith language in them arrived tis et 
« perfection; what words have dude been en 
« in, being rather ſuperiiuous, than cv. 
Philaſter has always been cit-emed one ot te 
beit productions of Beaumont awd Flety nor, windy 
we are told by Dryden, was the fr play was 
of it are indeed fo itnking and Wo vanuus, hut our 
autbors might in this play mod be tai to aval 
Shakeſpeare, were it not for the many cvdrnt 
marks of unatation of his manner. The ke teen 
of Beaumont and Fletcher coaccrre, that the ports 
meant to delineate, in the character of Phijaiter, 
a Hamlet racked with the jcaloufy of Orhello ; wad 
there are ſeveral pal. ges, in this play, where the 
authors have manifeitly taken fire from fGanbac 
circumſtances and cxpecthons uw Shascipeare, pa- 
ucularty forme, that will realy occur to the reader 
as be goes along, from Othello, lane, Cymbe- 
line, and Lear. | 
To remove the objections ww the perioemance of 
this excellent play on the modern tage, has doen 
the chicf Lbour, 2nd fole ambition, of the greicus 
editor. It may be remembercy, that the Spank 
Curate, the Linthe Freach Lawyer, and Seorntut 
Lady of our authors, a» well a the Sent Women 
B3 1 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

of Jonſon, all favourite entcrtainments of our pre · 
decefiors, have, within theſe few years, encoun- 
tered the ſeverity of the pit, and received fentence 
of condenination. That the uncommon merit of 
ſuch a play as Philaſter might be univerſally ac- 
knowledged and reccived, it appeared neceflary to 
eleur it of nbaldry and obſcenity, and to amend 2 
groſs indecency in the original conſtitution of the 
fable, which muſt have checked the fucceſs due 
to the reſt of the piece, nay, indeed, was an in- 
ſuperable obſtacle to its repreſentation. 

of the piece were inducements (according to the 
incud; reddere of Horace) to put it on the anvil 
abſolutely neceſſary, to make it more cafily on the 
new hinge, whercon it now turns: Nor has any 
thing been omitted, except what was fuppoicd to 
have been likely to obſcure its merit, or injure its 


the ſurſt ſcene of the third ach, a it Hands in the 
original; in regard to which, the part, that Mi- 
laſter fuſtains in it, occaſioned fome pauſe: But, 
on examination, it ſeemed that Dion's ſalſiſi cation 
of facts in that feene was inconfiſtent with the reſt 

| ot 
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of his character, though roy natural in wb 4 
perion as Megra: And though we hare @ oa 
times (ecu the fludden and f = Uaiiidiucs 
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of Aretha. Ae being w wiltovely arc 
publack w the whole count, mught very aaturaily 
de imagined to come to the knuwickge of Philatter, 
in 2 much honer incerval than is e hgput! 
to claple berween the acts, os even teen the 
ſcenes of ſome of our void plans. 

The ſcencs ia the town act, where Philatter, 
accordﬀung to the original play, wounds Armthuti 
and Bellano, and from which the picce wok wi 
ſecond nile of Love Lies A-bleewag, have e 
been cenſured by the criteks. They breache wo 
much of that ſpirit of blood, and crucity, wad hu 
ror, of which the Englich Tragedy bach often don 
accuſed, The hero's wounding his miltkes bun 
the delicacy of moſt; and his maiming Bellaro 
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fleeping, in order to ſave himſelf from his purſuers, 
offended the generoſity of all. This part of the 
fable, therefore, ſo injurious to the character of 
Philaſter, it was judged abſolutely requiſite to 
alter; and a new turn has been given to all thoſe 
circumſtances: But the change has been effected 
by ſuch ſimple means, and with ſo much reverence 
to the original, that there are hardly ten lines added 
on account of the alteration. 

The reſt of the additions or alterations may be 
ſeen at once by comparing the preſent play with 
the original ; if the reader does not, on ſuch occa- 
Gons, of himſelf too cafily diſcover the patchwork 
of a modern hand. 

There is extant in the works of the duke of 
Buckingham, who wrote the Rehearſal, and altered 
the Chances, an alteration of this play, under 
the title of theReſtoration, or Right will take Place. 
The duke ſeems to have been very ſtudious to 
diſguiſe the piece, the names of the dramatis per- 
ſenæ, as well as the title, being entirely changed ; 
and the whole piece, together with the prologue 
and epilogue, ſceming intended to carry the air of 


© ever that may be, the duke's play is as little (if not 


lese) calculated for the preſent ſtage, as the origh- 
nal 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


nal of our authors. "The character of Theabmond 
(for fo the duke calts the Spanith Prace) 5 auch 
more ludicrous than the Phiramond of Beaumont 
and Fletcher. Few of the undecencies or han- 
ties in the onginal arc removed, wad with what 
delicacy the venture of Mcyra > managed, may 
be determines from the tullowing iperimen ot he 
grace's alteration of that circumtance, Kare 4 wont 
of the following extract being ww be found in 
Beaumont and Fletcher. 


Enter the guar 4, br ingiag i 7 Ir oſomaiidh, in 4 ies 3, 
_ muſſied up 12 4 lads. 

Guard. Sir, in obcuicnce W your commands, 

We Rope this icikoe iceihug out of dee 
They pull off bes dont. 

. Who's this ? the prince | 

Clien. Yes; be is incogrits.. 

King. Sir; | mult chide you for this ooknuek : 
You've wrong dz womnthy hoy ; but no more. 
Thraf. Sis, | came hicher but ts tre the ain 
Gn. A witty rogue, © warrant hin. 
Agrement. Ay, be's a devil at vis anfwers, 
King. Conduct hum w his koigings. 
If to move the pains of piiy and rg re the 
two chief ends of 'Tragaly, there ares ao woekgy 
yy 
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for giving that title to the play of Philaſter. If 
the caſual introduction of camick circumſtances in 
the natural courſe of the ation, arc tragedies; 
Philaſter is ſo too. The duke of Buckingham 
entitles his alteration a Tragi-comedy ; but that 
word, according to its preſcat acceptation, conveys 
the idea of a very different ſpecies of compoſition z 
a play like the Spaniſh Friar, or Orconoko, in 
other comick, are unnaturally woven together; as 
abſurd a medley (in the opinion of Addifon) as if 
an epick writer was to undertake to throw into one 

pacm the adventures of Ancas and Hudibras. 
As to the form in which the piece is now ſub- 
mitted to the publick, ſome, perhaps, will think 
the original, and many may cenſure him for not 
having made a more thorough alteration. There 
are, it muſt be confeſſed, many things fill left in 
the play, which may be thought to lower the dig- 
nity of Tragedy, and which would not be admitted 
in a fable of modern conſtruftion : But where ſuch 
things were in nature, and inoffenfave, and ſerved at 
the ſame time as ſo many links in the chainof cireum- 
ſtances that compoſe the action, it was thought 
b-tter to ſubdue in ſome meaſure the intemperance 
| of 
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of the ſcenes of low humour, than wholly w reject 
or omit them. It would not have been in the 
power, nor indeed was it ever in the untentzon of 
defire,, of the editor, to give Philadter the air of 2 
modern performance ; ao more than an archaect 
of this age would cndearour w cmbellifh the 
magnificence of 2 Gothick building with the ern 
ments of the Greek or Roman orders. Ra 
idle for the ſevrereft reader to have 2 mezncr opunon 
of the editor's ſhare in the wert than he cxcerrans 
of it himfelf. Something, Never, was accefacy 
to be done; and the reaſons for what be has dome 
have already bern 2ffigned ; nor can he regene of 
the trouble he has taken, ar the mitance of trend, 
whom he is happy to oblige, when he ters umten 
the inſtrument of reftoring Phulaſter to the there, 
of ditphying new graces in Mr. Tas, and of 
calling forth the extravedinary powers of © prom: 
ing 2 geaius for the ftage as Mr. Powell. 


PAO LO GC U E 


Spoken by Mr. KinxG. 


HILE modern Tragedy, by rule exact, 
Spins out a thin-wrought fable, at by ad, 
We dare to bring you one of thoſe bold plays 
Wrote by rough Engliſh Sils iu former days ; 
Beaumont and Fletcher! thoſe twin ſtars, that run 


Or Beſſus walk'd the ſtage by Falſtaff's fide. 
Their ſouls, well pair'd, ſhot fire in mingled reys, 
Their hands together twin'd the ſocial bays, 

Till faſhion drove, in a refining age, 

Virtue from court, and Nature from the ſtage. 
Then nonſenſe, in heroicks, ſeem'sd ſublime ; 
Kings rav'd in couplets, and maids figh'd in rhime. 
Next, prim, and trim, and delicate, and chaſte, 
A haſh from Greece and France, came Modern Taſte. 
Cold are her ſons, and fo afraid of dealing 
In rant and fuſtian, they ncer riſe to fecling. 


Oh, 


PROLOGUE 
Oh, Cay, ye dards of phlegm, fay, where's the name 


That can with Fecher unge & rival clains ? 

Say, where's the poet, train'd un pedane hooks, 

Equal to Shakefpeare, who o'crivap's all ruics * 
Thus of our bands we bokity fpcak cur exindy 

A harder tak, alas, remains dehund : 

To-aight, as yer by publick eyes een. 

A raw, unprattis'd novice Alls the Ken. 

Bred in the cin, his theamrick far 

Brings him at length on this ide Tempe-, 

Smit with the muſe, ihe ledger be forgor, 

And when he wrote bs nume, Ye made 4 bas. 

Skulking (like Hamlet rac) bobund ihe 4774s, 

Me 2 dramatick fellow-techag draws, 

Without a fee, to plcad 2 brother's cant. 

Genius is rare ; and while our great comperoiter, 

No more 2 manager, turns errand dreier, 

Let new adventurers your Care clgage, 

Aud nurſe the infant faplings of the thage ! 


Duiwus rs 
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ARETHUSA, 


Evurnnasia, (diſguiſed under 
the name of BeLtano) 


Mzcr4s, (a Spaniſh lady) 
Gerz, 
— *. 


Scens, SICILY. 
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S @- © 2 
Scunr, „ „ „ 


Enter Dian, Cr, and Thrafiline. 
Cler emons. 


ER E's nor lords nor ladies. 
D.. Credit me, gentiemen, | womter 
at it. They receiv'd fit charge from the king 
to attend here : Befides, it was bokily publiiys, 
that no officer Goult fool} any grackmen thas 
defired to attend and hear. 
Clare. Can you guet, the cane 
Drew. Sie, it is plain, about the Spanuth pre, 
that's come to marry our kingdum's heir, and be 
cur fave : 
Cle. Many, that will feem to know much, fy, 
he looks not on him like 2 mai in ore. 
Thre. They fay too, morcover, that the lady 
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Megra (ſent hither by the queen of Spain, Phara- 
mond's mother, to grace the train of Arcthuſa, and 
attend her to her new home, when eſpouſed to the 
prince) carries herſelf ſomewhat too familiarly to- 
wards Pharamond ; and it is whiſper'd, that there 
is too cloſe an intercourſe between him and that 
Lady. 

Dien. Troth, perhaps, there may tho” the mul- 
titude (that ſeldom know any thing but their own 
opinions) ſpeak what they would have. But the 
prince, before his own approach, receiv'd fo many 
confident meſſages from the ſtate, and bound him- 
ſelf by ſuch indiſſoluble engagements, that I think 
their nuptials muſt go forwards, and that the prin- 
ceſs is reſolv'd to be ruled. 

Clere. Sir, is it thought, with ber he ſhall enjoy 
both theſe kingdoms of Sicily and Calabria ? 

Dion. Sir, it is, without controverſy, ſo meant. 
But *twill be a troubleſome labour for him to enjoy 
to one of them living, and living fo virtuoufly ; 
eſpecially, the people admiring the bravery of his 
mind, and lamenting his injuries. 

Clerc. Who? Philaſter ? 

Dien. Yes; whoſc father, we all know, was by 
cur late Ling of Calabria unrightcouſly depos d from 

his 
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his fraicful Sicily. Myſelf drew ome blood a 
thoſe wars, which I would give my hand w be 
wath'd from. 

Cre. Siz, my ignorance in tate-golicy will awe 
let me know, why, Philafter being heir tw one of 
theſe kingdoms, the king Goukt fufer him = 
walk abroad with lach free liberty. 

Dies. Sir, ut (eems, your ature is more conttanc 
than to caquire after ar gen Bur the king, of 
late, made a hazard of both the kingdoms of 
Philaſter. At which the n was in arms, not ts 
be charm'd down by any faicronder or prock» 
ſtrects plcas'd, and without 2 guard ; at which they 
threw their hats, and their arms, from them ; ſome 
to make bonfires, fome to drink, all for his delive- 
rance : Which, wiſe men fay, is the cautc the 
king labours to bring in the power of 2 forcign 


nation to awe his own with. ' Flawrih. 
Tra. Peace, the king. 
Arethaſa, and tram. 


King. To give 2 ſtronger teſtimony of love 
ir Hem 
Vor- III. 1 
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In princes find both birth and burial 
In one breath) we have drawn you, worthy Sir, 
To make your fair endearments to our daughter, 
And worthy ſervices known to our ſubjets, 
Now lov'd and wonder'd at : next, our intent 
To plant you deeply, our immediate heir, 
Both to our blood and kingdoms. For this lady, 
(The beſt part of your life, as you confirm me, 
And I believe) though her few years and fex 
Yet teach her nothing but her fears and bluſhes;3 
That muſt mould up a virgin, are put on 
To ſhew her fo, as borrow'd ornaments ; 
To ſpeak her perfect love to you, or add 
An artificial ſhadow to her nature. 
Laſt, noble ſon, (for fo I now muſt call you) 
What I have done thus publick, is not only 
To add a comfort in particular 
To you or me, but all; and to confirm 
The nobles, and the gentry of theſe kingdoms, 
By oath to your ſucceſhon, which ſhall be 
Within this month at moſt. 

Pha. Kifling your white hand, miſtreſs, I rake 

leave | 

To thank your royal father z and thus far, 


To be my own free trumpet. Underſtand, 
Great 
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Great king, and theſe your ſubjects | Gentlemen, 
Believe me in 3 word, 2 prince's word, 

There thall be noching to make up 4 Ungdum 
Mighty, and flouriſhing, defences, tear'd, 

Equal to be commanded and obey'd, : 

But through the travels of my lafe TU fund us, 
And tic it to this country- and | www, 
. Da — 

That ev'ry man n be . 

And his own law (yet | his prince and law). 
And, deareſt lady, let me lay, you ave 

The esc hving ; for, fweer pruncets, you 
Shall make him your's, for whom great queens 


inventory of Bis own nn C 
ſpeeches, 
Than the large fpeaker of them. 
Enter Pholagter. | 
Phi. Right noble Sir, 2s low 25 my obedience, 
94952 | 
I beg your favour. = King: 
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King. Riſe ; you have it, Sir. 

Speak your intents, Sir. 

Phi. Shall I ſpeak em freely ?— 

Be ſtill my royal ſovereign. 
King. As a ſubject, 

We give you freedom. 
Dien. Now it heats. 
Phi. Then thus I turn 

My language to you, prince ; you, foreign man 

Ne'er ſtare, nor put on wonder, for you muſt 

Endure me, and you ſhall. This carth you tread on 

(A dowry, as you hope, with this fair princes) 

By my dead father (oh ! I had a father, 

Whoſe memory I bow to) was not left 

To your inheritance, and I up and living: 

Having myſelf about me and my ſword, 

The ſouls of all my name, and memories, 

Theſe arms and ſome few friends, beſides the gods, 


To part fo calmly with it, and fit till, 
And ſay, I might have been.“ I tell thee, Phara- 
mond, 


When thou art king, look I be dead and rotten, 
And my name aſhes : For, hear me, Pharamond, 
This very ground thou goeſt on, this fat carth, 
My father's friends made fertile with their faiths, 
Before that day of ſhame, ſhall gape and ſwallow 
| Thee 
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Thee and thy nation, like 2 hungry grave, 
Into her hadden bowels. Prince a hail; 
By Nemefis, it hall ! 

King. You do diipleaſe ws: 

You arc tos bold. 

Phi. No, Sir, I am too tame, 

Too much 2 turtle, 2 thing born wuhour paiſon, 
A faint ſhadow, that every drunken cloud Lails over, 
And maketh noching. 

Phs. What you have feen in me © ftir offence, 
I cannor find ; une it be this Huy, 
Offer'd into mine arms, with the fucceiſion, 
Which I muſt keep, though it hach picas'd your 

fury 
To mutiny within you. The king grants it, 
And I dare make it mine. You have your anfwer. 

Phi. If thou wert folc inheritor ta him 
That made the world his, and were Phacamond 
As truly valiant, as | fee} him cold, 

And ring d among the chowet of his friends, 
And from this preſence, fpite of all theſe tops, 
You ſhould hear further from me. 

King. Sir, you wrong the prince : 

I gave you not this freedom to brave our beſt rena: 
Y oudodeſerveour frown : Goto, be bettertemper'd. 
Phi. It muſt be, Sir, when 1 am nobler us'd. 


C3 King. 
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King. Philaſter, tell me 
The injuries you aim at in your riddles. 
Phi. It you had my eyes, Sir, and ſufferance, 
My griefs upon you, and my broken fortunes, 
My wants great, and now nought but hopes and 
fears, 
My wrongs would make ill riddles to be laugh d at. 
Dare you be ſtill my king, and right me not? 
King. Go to: 
Be more yourſelf, as you reſpect our favour; 
You'll ſtir us ele : Sir, I muſt have you know 
That you're, and ſhall be, at our pleaſure, what 
faſhion we 
Will put upon you : Smooth your brow, or by the 
Gd 
Phi. 1 am dead, Sir, you're my fate: It was not I 
Said I vas wrong'd: I carry all about me 
My weak ſtars led me to, all my weak fortunes. 
Who dares in all this preſence ſpeak, (that is 
But man of ficſh, and may be mortal) tell me, 
I do not moſt entirely love this prince, 
And honour his full virtues ! 
King. Sure he's poiſe. 
Phe. —_ my father's ſpirit ; It's here, oh, 
A dangerous ſpirit ; now he tells me, king, 
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] was 2 king's heir; bids me be 2 kings 
And whiſpers to me, theſe be all my ſubjects. 
'Tis ſtrange be will not let me fleey, bt dives 
Into my fancy, and there gives me ſhapes 
That kneel, and do me fervice, cry me king: 
But I'll ſuppreſs bum, he's 2 factious fpiric, 
And will unde me: Noble Sir, your hand, 
I am your ſervant. 
King. Away, | do not like this: 

For this time I do pardon your wild ſpeech. 

[Exennt King, Pha. ive. and tram. 
Dian. See, how his fancy hbours : Has be not 
Spoke home and bravely ? What 3 dangerous tram 
Did be give fire to! how be hook the king ! 
Run into whey ! it food upon his brow 
Like a cold winter dew. 

Phi. Gentlemen, 
You have no fuit to me ? 1 am no minions : 
You Sand, methinks, the men that would be 
cOurticrs, 
If you could well be faner'd at 3 price, 
Not to unde your children : You're all honett - 
Go, get you home again, and make your country 
A virtuous court, to which your great ones may, 
In their difcaſed age, retire, and live rectuſe. 
C 4 Clere. 
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Clere. How do you, worthy Sir ? 
Phi. Well, very well, 
And fo well, that, if the king pleaſe, I find, 
I may live many years. 
Whilſt we know what you are, and who you are, 
Your wrongs and injuries : Shrink not, worthy Sir, 
But add your father to you: In whoſe name 
We'll waken all the Gods, and conjure up 
The rods of vengeance, the abuſed people ; 
Who, like to raging torrents, ſhall ſwell high, 
And fo begirt the dens of theſe male-dragons, 
That, through the ſtrongeſt ſafety, they ſhall beg 
For mercy at your ſword's point. 
Phi. Friends, no more ; 
Our cars may be corrupted : "Tis an age 
We dare not truſt our wills to: Do you love me ? 
Thra. Do we love Heav'n and honour? * 
Phi. My lord Dion, 
You had a virtuous genti-woman card you father: 
Is ſhe yet alive? 
Dien. Moſt honour'd Sir, the is: 
And, for the penance but of an idle dream, 
Has undertook a tedious pilgrimage. 
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Emer « Lady. 
Phi. Is it to me, or any of theſe gentlemen, you 
come ? 
Lady. To you, brave lord; the princeſs would 
entreat 
Your preſent company. 
Phe. Kiſs her faic hand, and fay, I will amend her. 
Diez. Do'you know what you do ? 
Phi. Yes, go to fee 2 woman. 
Clere. But do you weigh the danger you are in 7 
Phi. Danger in a fwect face ? 
Her eye may ſhoot me dead, or thoſ: rue rl 
And white friends in her face may teal my foul our: 
There's all the danger in't : But be what mas, 
Her 6ngle name hath armed me. [ Exit. 
Dian. Go on: 
And be as truly happy as thou art fearief: 
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To credit me at rſt. 
Are. But didſt thou tell me fo ? 
I am forgetful, and my woman's ſtrength 
Is ſo o'ercharg'd with danger like to grow 
About my marriage, that theſe under things 
Dare not abide in ſuch a troubled fea : 
How look d he, when be told thee he would come : 
Lady. Why, well. 
Are. And not a little fearful ? | 
Lady. Fear, madam? Sure he knows not what it is. 
Are. You all are of his faction ; the whole court 
Is bold in praiſe of him; whilſt I 
May live neglected, and do noble things, 
As fools in ſtrife throw gold into the ſea, 
Drown'd in the doing: But, I know, be fears. 
Lady. Fear? madam, methought, his looks hid 
more 
Of love than fear. 
Are. Of love? to whom? to you ? . 
Did you deliver thoſe plain words I ſent 
With ſuch a winning geſture, and quick look, 
That you have caught him? 
Lach. Madam, I mean to you. 
Are. Of love to me ? Alas! thy ignorance 
Lets thee not ſee the croſſes of our births. 


Nature, that loves not to be queſtion'd why 
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She did or this, or that, bur has her ends, 
And knows the does well, never gave the world 
Two things fo oppotite, fo contrary, 
As he, and 1 am. 

Lady. Madam, 1 think 1 hear him. 

Ave. Bring him in: | [ Exit Lady. 
You Gods, that would not have your dooms with- 

ſtood, 

Whoſe holy wiſdoms at this time it is, 
To make the paſſion of 2 feeble maid 
The way unto your juſtice, I obey. 


Re-enter Lady and Phulafter. 
Lady. Here is my lord Philaſter. 
Ave. Oh! "tis well: 
Withdraw yourſelf. [ Exit Lady. 
Phe. Madam, your menge 
Made me believe, you wi d to fpeak with me. 
Are. "Tis tree, Philafter. Have you cover 
known, | 
That I have ought derracted from your worth ? 
Have I in perſon wrong'd you ? or have fer 
My baſcr inſtruments to throw difgrace 
Upon your virtues ? 
Phi. Never, madam, you. 
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Injure a princeſs, and a ſcandal lay 
Upon my fortunes, fam'd to be fo great; 
Calling a great part of my dowry in queſtion ? 
Phi. Madam, this truth, which I ſhall ſpeak, will 
ſcem 


Fooliſh : But for your fair and virtuous ſeli, 
I could afford myſelf to have no right 
To any thing you wilh'd. 

Are. Philaſter, know, 

I muſt enjoy theſe kingdoms, of Calabria 
And Sicily : By fate, I dic, Philaſter, 
If I not calmly may enjoy them both. 

Phi. 1 would do much to fave that noble life ; 
Yet would be loth to have poſterity 
Find in our ſtories, that Philaſter gave 
His right unto a ſceptre, and a crown, 

To ſave a lady's longing. 

Are. Nay, then hear: 

I muſt, and will have them, and more. 

Phi. What more ? Say, you would have my life; 
Why, I will give it you; for it is of me 
A thing ſo loath'd, and unto you that aſk 
Of ſo poor uſe, I will unmor'dly hear. 

Are. Fain would I ſpeak, and yet the words are fuch 
I have to ſay, and do ſo ill beſcem 

The mouth of woman, that I wiſh them ſaid, 
And 
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And yet am loch to utter them. —Oh, turn 
Away thy face — little bend thy looks b— 
Spare, ſpare me, oh, Philaſter 
Phi. What mcans this? 
Ave. But that my fortunes hang upon this hour, 
But that occasion urges me to enk, 
And that perverſcly to keep bende now 
Would doom me ts 2 ifc of wretchednels, 
I could not thus have fummon't thee, tw wh thee, 
The thoughts of Pharameond are ſcorpions war, 
More bornblc than danger, pain of can 
Yeo—l mult have thy Anglöm — uit have ther 
Phi. How?! me? 
Are. Thy love |—without which all the kad 
Diſcover d yet, will ferve me for aw ufc 
But to be buried in. 
Phi. Et pollible ! 
Ave. With it, it were wo hank w heftow 
On ther: Now, though thy breath doth ftrike me 
dead, 
(Which, know, it may} 1 have unripe my beat. 
Phi. Madam, you arc too full of noble thoughts 
To lay 2 train for this condemned life, 
Which you may have for akking : To fulpect 
Were baſe, where I deferve av ih Long you? 
By all n bopes, I do, above my life; 


Bur 
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But how this paſhon ſhould proceed from you 


Than this thy breath : But ſpend not haſty time, 
In ſeeking how I came thus: "Tis the gods, 
The gods, that make me fo; and, fure, our love 
Will be the nobler, and the better bleſt, 
In that the ſecret juſtice of the gods 
Is mingled with it. Let us leave and part, 
Left ſome unwelcome gueſt ſhould fall betwixt. 
Phi. "Twill be ill, | 
I ſhould abide here long. 
Are. "Tis true, and worſe 
You ſhould come often : How ſhall we deviſe 
To hold intelligence, that our true loves 
On any new occaſion may agree 
What path is beſt to tread ? 
Phi. I have a boy, 
Sent by the gods, I bope, to this intent, 
Not yet ſeen in the court. Hunting the buck, 
I found him fitting by a fountain-fde, 
Of which he borrow'd ſome to quench his thirſt, 
And paid the nymph again as much in tears; 
A garland lay by him, made by himſelf, 


Of many ſeveral flowers, bred in the bay, 
| Stuck 


PHILASTER 31 


Stuck in that myſtick order, that the racenets 
| Delighted me : N ever when he turn d 
His tender eyes upon em, he would weep, 
| As if he meant ts make "can grow again. 
Secing ſuch pretty helpicfs innocence 
Dwell in his face, Id bin ail his fury; 

He told me, that his parents gentle died, 
Leaving him to the mercy of the fickis, 
Which gave him roots ; and of the cryttal ſprings, 
Which did not ftop their courſes; and the fun, 
Which ſtill, he thank d him, yicided hum his light; 
Then took be up his garknd, and did fhew 
What every flower, 25 country people hald, 

Did Ggnify ; and how ail, odd thus, 
Expreſt his grief; and to my thoughts did read 
The prettieſt lecture of his country act 

That could be vin d: So that, methought, I could 
Have ftudicd it. I gladly cnrermin's him, 

Who was as ghd to follow ; and have ger 

The truſtieſt, loving'it, and the genen boy, 
That ever maſter kepe * Him will I fend 

To wait on you, and bear our hidden love. 


Enter Lady. 
Ave. "Tis well; no more. 
£43. Madam, the prince s come todo his Ervin 
| Se 
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Are. What will you do, Philaſter, with yourſelf ? 
Dear, hide thyſelf. Bring in the prince. 
Phi. Hide me from Pharamond ! 
When thunder ſpeaks, which is the voice of Jove, 
Though I do reverence, yet I hide me not. 

way 
In what he ſays; for be is apt to ſpeak 
What you are loth to hear: For my fake do. 
Phi. I will. 


Enter Pharamond. 

Pha. My princely. miſtreſs, as true lovers ought, 
I come to kiſs theſe fair hands; and to ſhew, 
In outward ceremonies, the dear love 
Writ in my heart. 

Phi. If I ſhall have an anſwer no directlier, 
I am gone. 

Pha. To what would he have anſwer ? 

Are. To his claim unto the kingdom. 

Pha. 1 did forbear you, Sir, before the king. 
Phi. Good Sir, do ſo ſtill; I would not talk with 

you. 

Pha. But now the time is fitter. 
Phi. Pharamond ! 
I loath to brawl with ſuch a blaſt as thou, 


Who 
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Who art nought but 2 in voice | But if 

Thou ſhale provoke me further, men hall ay 

+ Thou wert, and not hment it. 
Pha. Do you fight 

My greatneſs fo, and in the chamber of rhe priacets ? 
Phi. It is « place © which, I amt conſe, 

] owe 2 reverence : But were't the church, 

Ay, at the altar, there's no place © Gi, 

Where thou dar N injure me, duc | dare punuth thee: 

Farewell. { Exu4 Phulagter . 
Phe. laſolent boaſter offer but tw menen 
Ave. Let him go; 

He is not worth your care. 
Pha. My Arcthuks ! 

I hope our hearts are knit; and yet © flow 

State ceremonics arc, it may be long 

Before our hands be io: li then you cat, 

Being agreed in heart, let us not wait 

A private nuptial, and anticipate 

Delights, and fo ſoretaſte our joys to come. 
Ave. My father, Sir, is all in all © me; 

Nor can I give my fancy or my will 

More ſcope than be ſhall warrant. When he bids 

My eye look up to Pharamond for lord, 

Vo. WM. D | know 
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ont. 
j ! let me not think 

all my hopes of her and empire reit 
———— 


CaST..Y% 


Scene, an apartment in the palace. 
Enter Pbilaſſer and Bellarie. 


Philafter. 
4p tn ů —— 
of regard unto thy tender 

— modeſty, and ſor my ſake, 
— than thou wilt be to aſk, 
Ay, or deſerve. 
——.— 

—. — — 
Nod ta which yu opt cnn or 
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A ſimple innocence in me, perhaps 
Might have been craft, the cunning of 3 boy 
Harden d in hes and theft ; yet ventur d you 
To part my miſeries and me: For which, 
1 never can expect to ſerve a lady, 
That bears more honour in ber breaft than you. 
And bear 2 childiſh overfiownng love 
To them that clap thy checks, and ſpeak thee fair. 
But when thy judgment comes to rule thote pathous, 
Thou wil remember beſt thoſe careful friends 
That plac'd thee in the nobleft way of life. 
She is a princeſs | prefer thee to. 

Bel. In that fmall time that | have feen the works, 
I never knew a man hafty to part with 
A fervant he thought truſty 1 remember, 
My father would prefer the boys be kept 
To greater men than be ; but did it noe, 
"Til they were grown too fhacy for himielf. 
Phi. Why, gentle boy, 1 find no foult a aff 
In thy behaviour. 

Bol. Sir, if I have made 
A fault of ignorance, inftruct my yourh, 
I hall be willing, if nor ape, w lean: 
Age and expencnce will een my mud 
Wah larger knowledge : And if 1 have done 

22 A wilt 
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A wilful fault, think me not paſt all hape 
For once. What maſter bolds fo rift a hand 
Orer bis boy, that he will part with him 
Without one warning ? Let me be corrected, 
To break my ſtubboruneſa, if it be fo, 
Rather than turn me of, and I ſhall mend. 
Phi. Thy love doth plead fo prettily to tay, 
That, truſt me, I could weep to part with thee. 
Alas! I do not turn thee off; thou know , 
It is my buſineſs that doth call thee hence ; 
And, hen thou art with her, thou dwell with me: 
Think fo, and tis fo; and when time is full, 
| That thou haſt well diſcharg'd this heavy truſt, 
Laid on ſo weak a one, I will again 
Wik joy receive thee z as 1 live, I Will. 
Nay, weep not, gentle boy. "Tis more than time 
Bel. 1 am gone 
But ſince I am to part with you, my lord, 
And none knows whether I ſhall live to do 
More ſervice for you, take this little prayer: 
Heav'n bleſs your loves, yuur fights, all your deſigns! 
May fick men, if they have your wiſh, be well! 
And Heav'n hate thoſe you curſe, though I be one | 
Exit. 
Pa Then of Vp, ut thi ond nag 
I have 
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| have read wonders of it | yer this boy, 
For my fake (if a man may jadge by woks 
And fpcech) would out-do tory. 1 may ee 

A day to pay him for dis lovaity. _ Ee. 


Scene changes ts H par mens. 
Enter bretanjs and 4 Lady. 

Ave. Where's the boy ? where's Bellaric 7 
Lady. Within, madzes. 
Ave. Gave you him gokd to buy hun cloches ? 


Lady. 1 did. 
Ave. And has be done't ? 


Lady. Madam, not yer. 1 

Ave. "Tis z ernennen? 
Enter Gaiated. 

Are. Oh, you are welcome | What good news? 

Gal. As good as any one can tell your grace, 


That ſays the bas donc that you woutd have with'.!. 
Ave. Haſt thou diſcover d then ? 


Are. Oh, where ? and when? 


D 3 te. 
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Are. The king ſhall know this; and if deſtiny, 
To whom we dare not ſay, It hall not be,” 
Have not decreed it fo in laſting leaves, 
Whoſe ſmalleſt characters were never chang'd, 
This hated match with Pharamond ſhall break. 
Run back into the preſence, mingle there 
Again with other ladies ; leave the reſt 
To me. Where is the boy # [Exit Gal. 


Lady. Here, madam. 
: Enter Bellaris. 
Are. Why art thou ever melancholy, Sir ? 
(ou 22 to change your ſervice : Is't not ſo ? 
Bel. Madam, I have not chang'd ; I wait on you, 
To do him ſervice. 
Are. Thou diſclaim in me. 
Tell me, Bellario, thou can't fing and play? 
Bel. If grief will give me leave, madam, I can. 
Are. Alas! what kind of grief can thy years 
| know ? 
Had'ſt a curſt maſter when thou went'ſt to ſchool? 
Thou art not capable of other grief: 
Thy brows and cheeks are ſmooth as waters be, 
When no breath troubles them : Believe me, boy, 
Care ſeeks out wrinkled brows and hollow eyes, 
And builds himſclf caves to abide in them. 
Come, 


. 
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Come, Sir, tell me truly, does your land love me ? 
Rel. Love, madam ? 1 know not what it is. 

Are. Cant thou know grief, and never yet 

knew'ſt love ? 

Thou art deceiv'd, boy. Docs he ſpeak of me, 
As if he wid me well? 
Bel. If it be loves 
To forget all reſpect of his own friends, 
In thinking on your face ; if it be love, 
To fit crof-arm'd, and figh away the day, 
Mingled with tarts, crying your name as loud 
And haſtily, as men it ſtrects do fire; 
If it be love, to weep himielf away, 
When he but hears of any lady dead, 
Or kilf'd, becauſe it might have been your chance 
If, when be goes to reſt (which will no: be) 
'Twizt ev'ry prayer he fags, be names you once 
As others drop a bead; be to be in love, 
Then, madam, | dare fwear he loves you. 

Ave. Oh! 
You ave © cunning boy, taught to deceive, 
For your lord's credit: Bu: thou know't 2 fallhbood 
That bears this found, is welcomer ts me, 
Than any wath, that favs, be hven me not. 
Lead the way, boy. Do you antcnd me wo; 
"lis thy lerd's bufincis haftes me thus. Away. [ Zxe. 

D4 ' Loans 
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Scene changes to another apartment in the palace. 


Meg. What then am 1? a poor negleQted ſtale : 
Have I then been an idle toying the, 

To fool away an hour or two withal, 
And then thrown by for ever ? 

Megra. Patience ! I ſhall go mad ! why, I hall be 
A mark for all the pages of the court 
To ſpend their wit upon 

Pha. It ſhall not be. 

She, whoſe diſnonour is not known abroad, 

Is not at all diſhonour'd. 

Megra. Not diſhonour'd ! 

Have we then been ſo chary of our fame, 

So cautious, think you, in our courſe of love 

No blot of calumny has fall'n upon it ? Say, - 

What charm has veil'd ſuſpicion's hundred eyes, 

And who ſhall ſtop the crucl hand of ſcorn ? 
Pha. Ceaſe your complaints, reproachful and 

unkind ! 

What could I do? Obedience to my father, | 

My country's good, my plighted faith, my fame, 

Each circumſtance of ſtate and duty, aſł d 


The tcader of my hand to Arcthuſa. 
Megra. 
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Megre. "Valk not of Arcthuls } She, 3 know, 
Would tain get nd of hes moſt poeuious bargain. 
Ohe is for tlofter datbance ; the has gut 
A cherub, 2 young Hylas, an Aduais ! 

Pha. What mean you? 

Megro. She, goud faith, bas ber Bi 
A boy—about cighteen—e pretty boy * 

Why, this is be that mult when you are won 

Sat by your pillow, hike 3 young \poiku, 

Sing, play upon the hute, with hand wa ruwe 
2 S ors 27» wie 
For you and for bertel. 

Pha. Injurious Mera 

Oh, add not ame two hame ? to rob 2 hady 

Of her good name hen, un bemnous fin, 
Not to be pandon'4d ; yet, though falſe as belt, 
"will never be redecm's if it be town 

Amongtt the people, fruattul to unc, 

All evil they ſhall hear. 

Are. It hall be known. 

Nay, more, by bears tis truc 2 thoukad things 
Speak it, beyond all courradiction, iruc : 

Obſerve bow brave the keeps hun; how be Rands 
For ever at her beck ! "There's not an hour, 


dacred howe'er to female privacy, 
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But he's admitted ; and in open court 
Their tell-tale eyes hold ſoſt diſcourſe together. 
Way, why is all this ? Think you ſhe's content 
To look upon him ? 
Pha. Make it but appear 
That the has play'd the wanton with this ſtripling, 
All Spain as well Sicily ſhall know 
Her foul diſhonour. Il diſgrace her firſt, 
Then leave her to her ſhame. 

HMegra. You are reſolv'd ? 

Pha. Moſt conſtantly. 

Megra. The reſt remains with me: 
I will produce ſuch proofs, that ſhe ſhall know 
I did not leave our country, and degrade 
Our Spaniſh honour and nobility, 
To ftand a mean attendant in her chamber, 
With hood-wink'd eyes, and finger on my lips. 
Whatl have ſeen, Filfpeak ; what known, proclaim: 


Her fiory ſhall be general as the wind, 
And fly as far I will about it ſtraight. 
Expect news from me, Pharamond. Farewell. 
[ Exit. 
Pharamond alone. 


True or not true, one way I like this well, 

For I ſuſpect the princeſs loves me not. 

If Megra's charge prove malice, ber own ruin 
Muft 
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Muſt follow, and Fu quit of her for ever: 


But if ſhe makes ſuſpicions truths, of if, 
Which were as deep confuhon, Arethufa 
Stand foremoſt in her heart, let Megra's proofs 
Wear but the ſemblance and the garb of truth, 
They thall afford me meafure of revenge. 

1 will look on with an indifferent cye, 

Prepar d for either fortune ; or to wed 


If ſhe prove faithful, or repulſe her ham d. z. 


Scene, the Preſence Chamber. 
Enter Dion, Clearemant, Thrafiline, Mogre, and < 
Galore. 

Dion. Come, ladies, ſhall we talk 2 rovwnd ? 
Gal. "Tis late. 
Agra. "Tis all 
My eyes will do to lead me to my bed. 

Exter Pharamond. 
Pre. The prince“ 
Pha. Not bed, ladies ? You're gene 


Are. Tu well, my bed, you're counting of ladies, 
et not late, gentlemen ? 


Chre. 
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Clere. Yes, madam. 
Are. Wait you there. 


[Exit fretbuſe. 


Aegra. She's jealous, as I live. Look you, my 
lord, | 


The princeſs has a boy ! 
Pha. His form is angel-like ! 
Dien. Serves he the princeſs? 
Thra. Yes. 
Dion. "Tis a fweet boy 
Pha. Ladics all, good reſt : I mean to kill a buck 
To-morrow morning, ere you've done your dreams. 
[Exit Pharamend. 
Megra. All happineſs attend your grace ! gentle» 
men, good reſt. 


Gal. All, good night. 
[Exeunt Gal. and Megra. 


Dien. May your dreams be true to you ! 
What ſhall we do, gallants ? "Tis late. The king 
Is up ſtill. See, he comes, and Arethuſa 
With him. 


King, Arethuſa and guard. 
King. — — 
Are. Upon my life, it is: And I do hope, 
Your highneſs will not tic me to a man, 
That in the heat of wooing throws me of, 
Dion. 
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Dian. What ſhould this mcan ? 
King. If it be wrac, 
That lady had much better hve cmbeac'd 
Curcleſs diſeaſes. Get you to your mh. 

{ Exeunt fre ind Beider is. 
You ſhall be nghecd. Gentiemen, draw aces. 


She parted hence but now with other Ua 
King. 1 would fpcak with her. 
Dis. She's here, my lord. 


Enter M. 
Lr. Now, lady of horour, where”s your honous 
now ? 

No man can fic your palate, but the prince. 
Thou troubled {2 of fin; thou wildernets 
Inhabited by wild aF-<ctions, tell me, 
Had you none to Hull on with your courtefics 
But he that muit be mine, and wrong my daughter * 
By all the gods! all theie, and all the court 
Shall hoot thee, and break fury eit upon thou, 
Make ribald rhimes, and fear thy n e on walls. 
_ Megra. | dure, my lord, your hootings and your 
clamours. 


Your 


6 


r 
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Your private whiſpers, and your broader fleerings, 
The poor deſtruction of a lady's honour, 
The publiſhing the weakneſs of a woman. 
But I have vengeance yet in tore for ſome, 
Shall, in the utmoſt ſcorn you can have of me, 
Be joy and nouriſhment. 

King. What means the wanton ? 


Dye glory in your ſhame ? 


Megre. I will have fellows, 
Such fellows in't, as ſhall make noble mirth. 
The princeſs, your dear daughter, ſhall ſtand by me 
On walls, and ſung in ballads, any thing. 
King. My daughter ! 
 Megra. Yes, your daughter Arcthuſa, 
A ſtranger to your kingdom, laugh to ſcorn. 
I know her ſhame, and will diſcover all : 
Nay, will diſhonour ber. I know the boy 
She keeps, a handſome boy, about cighteen ; 
Know what ſhe docs with him, and where, and 
when. 
Come, Sir, you put me to a woman's madneſs, 
The glory of a fury. 
King. What boy's this 
She raves about ? 


Aegre. 
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Agra. Alas, good-manded prince | 


You know not theſe things: I will awake them 
plain. 


I will not fall alone : What | have known 
Shall be as public as 2 print ; all tongues 
Shall ſpeak it, as they do the language they 
Arc born in, as free and commonly: Fl er it 
Like a prodigious tar, for all to gaze ar; 
And that fo high and glowing, other realms, 
Foreign and far, hall read it there ; an then 
Behold the fall of your fair princefs tow. [Exit 
King. Has the a boy ? 
Clere. So pleaſe your grace, Fre feen 
A boy wait on her, a fair boy. 


You gods, I fee, that who vwrightcoully 

Holds wealth or tate from there, all be curtt 

In that Stich mecancr men are et ub 

Ages to come hall know no make of him 

Left to inherit, and his name hall be 

Bonecd from carth. If he have any child, 

It ſhall be crofaly match's. The gods themfetres 

Shall fow wild rife betwecu her bed and hers, 
Or 


| 
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Or ſhe ſhall prove his curſe, who gave her being, 

Gods! if it be your wills—but how can I 

Look to be heard of gods, who muſt be juſt, 

Praying upon the ground I bold by wrong ? 
[Exu. 


"6.x MM 


SCENE, the Court. 


Enter Philaſter. 

H, that I had a fea 

Within my breaſt, to quench the fire I feel! 
It more afllits me now, to know by whom 
This deed is done, than ſimply that tis done. 
Woman, frail ſex ! the winds that are let looſe 
From the four feveral corners of the carth, 
And ſpread themſclves all over fea and land, 
Ki's not a chaſte one ! Taken with her boy ! 
O, that, like beaſts, we could not grieve ourſelves 
With what we ſce not ! Bulls and rams will fight 
To keep their females ſtanding in their fight ; 
But take em from them, aud you take at once 

Their 


| 
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Their ſplecns away ; and they will fall again 
Unto their paſtures, growing frech and fac; 
And tate the water of the ſprings as fweet 
As 'twas before, fading no Rant in frep. 
But miſcrable man—dee, fee, you guts, 
rr 
He walks till and the face, you ket him wear 
When be was inaecent, is A the Game, 
Not blaſted. Is this juſtice f Do you mcn 
To intrap mortakey, that you allow 
Treaſon fo ſmooth a Brow ? 


Enter RA 


] cannot now 
Think he is guiky. 
Bel. Health ts you, my loc ! 
The princeſs doth commend her love, her hie. 
And this unto you. [ Grues er 
Phi. Oh, Bellario, 
Now I perceive the loves me ; ſhe does few it 
la loving thee, my boy ; ſh has made thee brave. 
Bel. My lord, the has tired me pait my with, 
Pait my deſert ; more fic for her actendant, 
Though far unf for me, who do en. 


Phi. Thou art grown county, boy. Oh, kn all 
women, { Rae. 
Vos, BL E — 
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That love black deeds, learn to diſſemble here 
Here, by this paper ſhe does write to me, 
As if her heart were mines of adamant 
To all the world beſides ; but, unto me, 
A maiden {now that melted with my looks. 
Tell me, my boy, bow doth the princeſs uſc thee 7 
For I ſhall gueſs her love to me by that. 
Bel. Scarce like her ſervant, but as if I were 
Something allied to her, or had preſerr'd 
Her life three times by my fidelity : 
As mothers fond do uſe their only ſous ; 
As I'd uſe one that's left unto my truſt, 
For whom my life ſhould pay, if he met harm; 
So ſhe does uſe me. 
Phi. Why, this is wondrous well ! 
But what kind language does ſhe feed thee with ? 
Bel. Why, ſhe does tell me, ſhe will truſt my youth 
With all her loving ſecrets ; and does call me 
Her pretty ſervant ; bids me weep no more 
For leaving you ; ſhell ſee my ſervices 
Rewarded ; and ſuch words of that ſoft train, 
That I am nearer weeping when ſhe ends 
Than ere ſhe ſpake. 
Phi. This is much better till. 
Bel. Are you not ill, my lord ? 
Phi. W! no, Bcllario. 
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Bel. Methinks your words 
Fall not from of your tongue ſo evenly, 
Nor is there in your looks that quietnefs, 
That I was wont to fre. 

Phi. Thou art deceiv'd, boy : 
And ſhe ftrokes thy bead? 

Bel. Yes. | 

Phi. And does chp thy checks ? 

Bel. She does, my lord. 

Phi. And the does kiſs thee, boy ? ha ? 

Bel. How, my lord ! 

Phi. She kiſſes thee ? 

Bel. Not fo, my loed. 

Phi. Come, come, I know the does. 
Bel. No, by my life. 
Phi. Why, then ſhe does not love me; come, 

ſhe does, 

I bad her do it; 1 charg's her by all chars 
Of love berween us, by the hope of peace 
We ſhould enjoy, to nick! thee 211 delights. 
Tell me, gentle boy, 
Is ſhe not paſt compare? Is not her breach 
Sweet as Arabian winds, when fruits are ripe ? 
I; the not all a hfting mine of joy ? 

Bel. Ay, now | fce why my diſturded thoughts 
Were fo perplex'd. When firſt I wene to her, 

E 2 My 
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My heart held augury ; you are abus'd; 
Some villain has abus d you: I do fee 
Whereto you tend: Fall rocks upon his head, 
That put this to you ! tis ſome ſubtle train, 
To bring that noble frame of yours to nought. 
Phi. Thou think'ſt, 1 will be angry with thee; 
come, 
Thou ſhalt know all my drift; I hate her more 
Than I love happineſs ; and plac'd thee there, 
To pry with narrow eyes into her deeds, 
Haſt thou diſcover'd ? Is the fall'n to luſt, 
As I wovld wiſh her? Speak ſome comfort to me. 
Bel. My lord, you did miſtake the boy you ſeat: 
Had the a fin that way, hid from the world, 
Beyond the name of fin, I would not aid 
Her baſe deſires ; but what I came to know 
As ſervant to her, I would not reveal, 
To make my life laſt ages. 
Phi. Oh, my heart ! 
This is a ſalve worſe than the main diſcaſe. 
Tell me thy thoughts ; for I will know the leaſt 
That dwells within thee, or will rip thy bcart 
To know it ; I will fee thy thoughts as plain 
As I do now thy face. 
Bel. Why, fo you do. | 
She is (for aught I know) by all the gods, 


As 
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As chaſte as ice ; but were the foul a» hell, 

And did I know it thus, the breach of kings, 
The points of ſwords, ———___ 
Should draw it from me. 
Phi. Then it is no time 
To dally with thee ; 1 will rake thy life, 

For I do hate thee ; | could curſe thee now. 

hl. If you do hate, you could not curic me worte; 
The gods have not 2 punifhment in floor 
Greater for me, than is your hace. 
Phi. Fy, fy! 

50 young and fo dilembling Tel me when 
And where thou didt podiefs her, or let plagues 
Fall on me Riraight, if 1 deftroy thee nor! 

Bl. Heav'n knows, 1 never did : And when Iie 
To fave my life, may 1 live long and hach's | 
Hew me afunder, and, Slum | can think, 

u love thoſe picces you have cut away, 
Better than thoſe that grow ; and kifs hade limbs, 
Becauſe you made them fo. 

Phi. Fear't thou not death ? 
Cin boys contemn that ? 

Bel. Oh, what boy is he 
Can be content to live ts be a man, 
That fees the beſt of men thus paſhonace, 

Thus without reaſon ? 
| E 3 Poe. 
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Phi. Oh, but thou doſt not know 
What 'tis to dic. | 
Bel. Yes, I do know, my lord ; 
'Tis lefs than to be born; a laſting fleep, 
A quict reſting from all jealouſy; 
A thing we all purſuc : I know, beſides, 
It is but giving over of a game 
That mult be loſt. 1 
Phi. But there are pains, falſe boy, 
For perjur'd ſouls; think but on theſe, and then 
Thy heart will melt, and thou wilt utter all. 
Bel. May they fall all upon me whilſt I live, 
If I be perjur'd, or have ever thought 
Of that you charge me with ! If I be falſe, 
Send me to ſuffer in thoſe puniſhments 
You ſpeak of ! kill me. 
Phi. Oh, what ſhould I do ? 
Why, who can but believe him? He does ſwear 
So carneſtly, that if it were not true, 
The gods would not endure him. Riſe, Bellario z 
Thy proteſtations are ſo deep. and thou 
Doſt look ſo truly, when thou utter'ſt them, 
That though I know em falſe as were my hopes, 
I cannot urge thee further : But thou wert 
To blame to injure me; for I muſt love 
Thy honeſt looks, and take no vengeance on 


Thy 
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tender youth : A love from me to thee : 


1: frm whatc'er thou 
dot : It roubles 
—— well become them. . 
Liar es mag 
— diſtract me, — — 
— — if thou tender n 
me not ice thee. * 
2 — 
— 
—— honourd mind. But thro thete tear 
1 my hopeleſs parting, I can ice 
— 
—— —— — 
4 — | 
— — 6" = EE 
— ſhed from you un my memory, 
OC [Ext 
Warr n 
— — — 
That made — — 
no med cinc for 4 troubicd una 
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But that I know my love will queſtion him 
Over and over; how I flept, wak'd, talk d 

How I remember'd him, when his dear name 
Was laſt ſpoke! and bow, when I figh'd, wept, ſung, 
And ten thouſand fuch ! I ſhould be angry at his ſtay. 


Are. None but my ſingle ſelf; I need no guard; 
J do no wrong, nor fear none. 


King. Tell me, have you not a boy? 

Are. Yes, Sir. 

King. What kind of boy? 

Ave. A page, a waiting-boy. 

King. A handſome boy ? 

Are. I think he be not ugly; 

Well qualified, and dutiful, I know him ; 

I took him not for beauty. 
King. He ſpeaks, and fings, and plays ? 
Are. Yes, Sir. 

| King. About cighteen ? 
Are. F never alk'd his age. 
King. Is be full of ſervice ? 
Are. By your pardon, why do you aſk ? 
Kang. Put bim away. 
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Ave. Six? 
King. Put him away; bas done you that good 
ſervice 
Shames me to ſpeak of. 

Ave. Good Sir, let me underftand you. 

King. If you fear me, 
Shew it in duty; put away that boy. 
Your will is my command. 

King. Do you not bluſh to aſk it? Cait hins of, 
Or I hall do the fame to you. You're one 
Shame with me, and fo acar unto myſelf, 

That, by my life, I dare not tell myſelf 
What you have done. 

Are. What have 1 done, my lord ? 

King. Underſtand me well; 

There be foul whiſpers fticring; cat him of, 
And ſuddenly do it. Farewell. [ Exe King. 
Are. Where may 2 maiden live fecurety free, 
Keeping her honour fafe ? Not with the Ering: 

They feed upon opinions, errors, dreams, 

And make em truths : They draw 2 nouriſhmen. 

Out of defamangs, grow upon difgraces, 

And when they fee 2 virtue fornfied 

Strongly above the battery of their wngues, 

Ou, bow they caſt to fGok it! and defraced 
Soul- 
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(Soul-fick with poiſon) ſtrike the monuments 
Where noble names lic flceping ! 


Enter Philafter. 
Phi. Peace to your faireſt thoughts, my deareſt 
miſtreſs ! 
A+. Oh, my dear ſervant, I have a war within me. 
— ere Gen — 
theſe cryſtals 
Run into rivers. Sweeteſt fair, the cauſe 
And as I am your flave, tied to your goodneſs, 
Your creature made again from what I was, 
And newly ſpirited, FI! right your honours. 
Are. Oh, my beſt love z that boy! 
Phi. What boy ? 
Are. The pretty boy you gave me 
Phi. What of him ? 
Are. Muſt be no more mine. 
Phi. Why ? 
Are. They are jealous of him. 
Phi. Jealous! who ? 
Are. The king. 
Pi. Oh, my fortune! 
Then tis no idle jealouſy. Let him go. 
Are. Oh, cruel, 
Are you hard-hearted too? Who ſhall now tell you, 
| How 
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How much I lov'd you ? Who fhall focar it to you, 
And weep the tears I fend? Who hall zow being 


you 
Letters, rings, bracelets, loſe his health in fervice ? 
Wake tedious nights in ones of your pralle 
And firike a fad foul into fenfcics pictures, 
And make them mourn? Who thall take up his ue, 
And touch it, till he crown une feup 
Upon my eyclid, making me dream and cry, 
Oh, my dear, dear Philaſter! 

Phi. Oh, my heart ! 
"Would he had beoken thee, that made thee know 
This lady was not loyal! Milgsts, forget 
The boy, Tu get thee a far benter one. 

Ave. Oh, never, never, fuck a boy again, 
As my Bellano. 
Phi. "Tis but your fond affection. 
Are. With thee, my boy, farewell for ever 
All ſecreey in ſervants ! Fe eil unh, 
And all defire to do well for alf! 
Let all that hall fucceesd thee, for thy won; s, 
Sel! and betray chaite love ! 

Fb. And all this paiton for a boy * 

Ave. tle was your boy; you gave hin i -, - 
The lots of ſuch must have 2 mouvenmny « 
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Phi. Oh, thou forgetful woman ! 
Are. How, my lord ? 
Phi. Falſe Arethuſa ! 
Haſt thou a medicine to reſtore my wits, 
When I have loſt em? If not, leave to talk, 
And to do thus. 
Are. Do what, Sir? Would you fleep? 
Phi. For ever, Arethuſa. Oh, you gods! 
Give me a worthy patience: Have I ſtood 
Naked, alone, the ſhock of many fortunes ? 
Have I ſeen miſchieſs numberleſs, and mighty, 
Grow like a ſea upon me? Have I taken 
Danger as ſberm as drath' into my boſom, = 
And laugh'd uporrit, made it but a mirth, 
And flung it by? Do I He now like him, 
Under this tyrant king, that languiſhing 
Hears his ſad bell, and ſees his mourners? Do 1 
Bear all this bravely, and muſt fink at length 
Under a woman's falſhood ? Oh, that boy, 
That curſed boy! None but a villain boy, 
To caſe your luſt ? 
Are. Nay, then T am betray'd; 
I feel the plot caſt for my overthrow; 
Oh, I am wretched ! 
Phi. Now you may take that little right I have 


To this poor kingdom; give it to your boy! 


For 
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For I have as joy in it. Some far place 

Where never womankmd durit ſet her tour, 

For buriting with ber poiſons, mull I ek, 

And live to curſe you. 

There dig 2 cave, and preach to binds and beats, 

What woman is, and help to fave them from you. 

How Hcav'n is in your ce, but in your hearts 

More hell than bell bas; how your wagues, ike 
ſcorpions, 


Both heal and poiſon; how your thoughts are woven 
With thouſand changes in one fubile web, 

And worn fo by you. How that foolifh aan, 
That reads the tory of 2 woman's face, 

And dies believing it, u loſt for crer. 

How all the good you have, s but 2 ſhades, 


Faſt for a night, and with the next fun goac. 
How you are, being taken all wogerher, 
A mere confubon, and f dcad 4 chans, 
Tn my laſt hour, I am bound to witer of you. 
So farc well all my woe, all my delight? [Ec 
Ave. Be merciful, ye gods, and firike me dead * 
What way bare I deterv's this ? Make my brealt 
Tranſparent as pure cryſtal, that the world, 
Een; 
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Jealous of me, may ſee the ſouleſt thought 
My heart holds. Where ſhalla woman turn her eyes, 
To find out conſtancy? Save me, how black, 


And guiltily, methinks, that boy looks now 
Oh, thou diſſembler, that, before thou ſpak'ſt, 
Wert in thy cradle falſe! Sent to make lies, 
And betray innocents ; thy lord and thou 

May glory in the aſhes of a maid ©-/ 
Fool'd by her paſſhon ; but the conqueſt is 
Nothing ſo great as wicked. Fly away, 

Let my command force thee to that, which ſhame 
Should do without it. If thou underſtoodſt 
The loathed office thou haſt undergone, 

Why, thou wouldft hide thee under heaps of hills, 
Leſt men ſhould dig and find thee. 

Bel. Oh, what god, 
Into the nobleſt minds? Madam, this grief 
You add unto me is no more than drops 
To ſeas, for which they are not ſeen to fwell; 
My lord hath firuck his anger through my heart, 
And let out all the hope of future joys: 

You need not bid me fly; I come to part, 
To take wy lateſt leave. 


* 


I durſt 
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not run way in honeity, 
yt — HONOR 
— — _—_ 
Reveal the truth to your abuſed R 
— no peo n 
Go ſeck out ſome ſorgotten place to 22. 
Ave. Peace guide thee ! thou bait overthrown me 
Oace 3 
ic, 
if I dad another Heaven wo 
— or another villa, with thy bes, 
Might talk me out of un. 


Enter a Lady. 
Lady. Madam, the Ling would han, and calls 
for you 
Muh carucſtucſs. 

Ave. | an im tne toben! ; 
Diana, — — 
As with a. let me diſcover | 
b.thing, and turn me — 

f n by | | 

—— — 


ACT 
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H, that I had been nouriſh'd in theſe woods 
With milk of goats, and acorns, and not 

known ; | 
The right of crowns, nor the diſſembling trains 
Of womens looks ! but digg d myſelf a cave, 
Where I, my fire, my cattle, and my bed, 
Might have been ſhut together in one ſhed : 
And then had taken me ſome mountain girl, 
Beaten with winds, chaſte as the harden'd rocks 
Whereon ſhe dwells; that might have ſtrew'd my bed 
With leaves, and reeds, and with the ſkins of beaſts 
Our neighbours ; and have borne at her big breaſts 
My large coarſe iſuc ! This had been a life 
Free from vexation. 


Enter Ballaris. 
Bel. Oh, wicked men ! 
An innocent may walk ſafe among beaſts ; 
Nothing aſſaults me here. See, my griev'd lord 
| Looks 
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Looks à his foul were ſearching out the way 
To leave his body. Pardon me, that mult 


Break thro thy laſt command ; for | mutt ſpeak: 

You, that are griev'd, can pity; bean, my hed. 
Phi. Is there 2 creature yet o muferadie, 

That 1 can pity ? 

Bal. Oh, my nobic lord, 

View my ftrange fortune, 2nd beſtow on me, 

According to your bounty (if my fervice 

Can merit nothing) ſo much 2 may ſerve 

To keep that Hue picce I hold of life 

From cold and hunger. 
Phi. Is it thou ? Be gone: 

Go, ſell thoſe miſbeſeeming cloaths thou wear i, 

And ſced thyſelf with them. 

Bel. Alas! my lord, I can get nothing for them: 

The filly country people think, "tis treaſon 

To touch fuch gay things. 

Phi. Now, by my life, this is 

Vakindly done, to vex me with thy Gghe ; 

Thou 're fan again to thy didembling trale 

How houldſt thou think to cozer me again ? 

Remains there yet 2 plague untreu tor ms / 

Ln fo thou wept, and book's, and ok'h, 


when firit 
| took thee up: Curſe on the time ' If thy 
Vos. III. F Cam- 
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Commanding tears can work on any other, 
Uſe thy old art, Tl not betray it. Which 
Way wilt thou take ? that I may ſhun thee; for 
Thine eyes are poiſon unto mine; and I 
Am loch to grow in rage. This way, or that way? 
Bel. Any will ſerve. But I will chuſe to have 
That path in chace that leads unto my grave. 
[E ſeveralh. 
Dijon. This is the firangeſt ſudden chance ! You, 
woodman |! 
Mad. My lord Dion. 
Dion. Saw you a lady come this way on a fable 
horſe, ſtudded with ſtars of white? 
2 Was the not young and tall ? 
Dion. Yes ʒ rode ſhe to the wood, or to the plain? 
2 Nd. Faith, my lord, we faw none. 
[Exexnt Wed. 
Dias. Pox of your queſtions then! — 
Enter Cleremont. 
What, is ſhe found ? 
Clere. Nor will be, I think. — 
thouſand ſatherleſs tales amongſt us; ſome ſay, her 
horſe run away with her; ſome, a wolf purſued 


her; others, it was a plot to kill her; and that 
| armed 
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2rmed men were ſeen in the wood: Bur, quertion- 
cn, the rode away willingly. 


Enter Ting and Throfiane. 
King. Where is the ? 
Clere. Su, I cannoe tell. 
King. How is thas ? 
Sir, ſpeak you where the is. 
Diss. Sir, I do not know. 
King. You have betray'd me, you have let me lade 
The jewel of my life: Go, bring her me, 
And ſet her here before me ; di the king 
Will have it fo. Alas! what axe we kings? 
Why do you, gods, place us above the cet, 
To be ferv'd, fler d, and ador', wlll we 
Believe, we hold within our bands your thunder; 
And when we come to try the pow'r we have, 
There's not a leaf ſhakes at our threatenings ? 
[ hare finn'd,'tis true, and here ſtand to be pn d: 
Yer would not thus be pumih'd. 


Enter Pharamend, Galatea, and U 
King. What, is the found ? 
Pha. No, we have ta'en her horſe. 
He gallop'd empty by ; there is ſome treaſon : 
You, Galatea, rode with her into d weed; 
Why left you her ? 
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Commanding tears can work on any other, 
Uſe thy old art, I'll not betray it. Which 
Way wilt thou take ? that I may ſhun thee; for 
Thine eyes are poiſon unto mine; and [ 
Am loth to grow in rage. This way, or that way? 
Bel. Any will ſerve. But I will chuſe to have 
That path in chace that leads unto my grave. 
[Exennt ſeveral. 
Dien. This is the ſtrangeſt ſudden chance ! You, 
woodman |! 
1Woed. My lord Dion. 
Dion. Saw you a lady come this way on a fable 
horſe, ſtudded with ſtars of white ? 
2Weed. Was ſhe not young and tall? 
Dien. Yes; rode ſhe to the wood, or to the plain? 
2. Faith, my lord, we faw none. 
[Exexnt N. 
Dia. Pox of your queſtions then 


Enter Cleremont. 
What, is ſhe found ? 

Clere. Nor will be, I think. There's already s 
thouſand fatherleſs tales amongſt us; ſome ſay, ber 
| horſe run away with her; ſome, a wolf purſued 
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umed men were ſeen in the wood : Bur, quettion- 
lefs, the rode away willingly. 


Enter Ting and Threffline. 
King. Where is the ? 

Clere. Sir, I cannor well. 

King. How is thas ? 


Sir, ſpeak you where the is. 
Dian. Sir, I do not know. 


| King. You have betray'd me, you have let me loſe 


The jewel of my life: Go, bring her me, 
And fet her here before me ; 'tis the king 
Will have it fo. Als! what axe we kings? 
Why do you, gods, place us above the cet 
To be ferv'd, fatter'd, and ador'd, will we 
Believe, we hold within our bands your thamder ; 
And when we come to try the pow'r we have, 
There's not 2 leaf ſhakes at our thereatenangs ? 
| hare finn'd, ds true, and here Rand t be une d. 
Yer would not thus be puauth'd. 


Enter Pharemend, Gaiates, and Megr. 
Ting. What, is he found ? 

Pha. No, we have ta'en her horſe. 
He gallop'd empey by ; there is ſome rreaden : 
You, Galatea, rode with her into d weed; 
Why left you her ? 
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Gal. She did command me. 

King. You're all cunning 
To obey us for our hurt; but I will have her. 
Run all, diſperſe yourſelves: The man that finds her, 
Or (if ſhe be kill d) the traitor; PN make him great. 


Pha. Come, let us feck. 
| King. Each man a ſeveral way; here I myſelf. 


[ Exennt. 


Another part of the weed. 


Enter Aretha ſa. 
Are. Where am I now ? Feet, find me out a way, 
Without the counſel of my troubled head ; 
Tu follow you boldly about theſe woods, 
Oer mountains, thoro' brambles, pits, and floods: 
Heaven, I hope, will caſe me. I am fick. 
Enter Bellaria. 
Bel. Yonder's my lady; Heav'n knows, I want 
nothing, 
Becauſe I do not wiſh to live; yet I 
| Will try her charity. Oh, hear, you that have 
plenty, 
And from that flowing ſtore, drop ſome on dry 
ground : Sce, 
The lively red is gone to guard her heart ; Lie farnts. 
I fear, ſhe faints. Madam, look up ; ſhe breathes 


not; 
Open 
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Open once more thote rofy rwins, und fend 
Unto my lord, your lace farewell ; ob, he fiirs: 
How is it, madam ? 

Are. "Tis not gently done, 
To put me in 2 miſerable life, 
And bold me there; I pray thee, let me go, 
I hall do beſt without thee; I am well. 


Enter Philafter. 
Phi. 1 am to blame © be fo anch in rage: 
Il tell her coolly, when, and where 1 heard 
This killing wn IT will be remperace 
In ſpcaking, and 2s juſt in hearing it. 
Ob, monſtrous ! [ faring them.) Tempe me not, ye 
gods | good gods, 

Tempt not a frail man! what's he, that has 2 heart, 
But he muſt caſe it here ? 

Bel. My lord, help the princeſs. 
Are. 1 am well; forbear. 

Phi. Let me love lightning, let me be embrac'd 
And kiſs d by ſcorpions, or adore the eyes 
Of bafliſks, rather than truſt the tongues 
Of hell-bred women | Some good gods look down, 
And ſhrink theſe veins up! ſtick me here 2 ftone, 
Laſting to ages, in the memory 
Of this dama'd at ! Hear me, you wicked ones ! 
F 3 You 
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You have put hills of fire into this breaſt, 
Not to be quench'd with tears ; for which may guilt 
Sit on your boſoms ! at your meals, and beds, 
Deſpair await you ! what, before my face ? 
Poiſon of aſps between your lips | Diſeaſes 
Be your beſt ifſucs! Nature make a curſc, 
And throw it on you! 

Are. Dear Philaſter, leave 
To be enrag'd, and hear me. 
Phi. I have done; 
Forgive my paſſion. Not the calmed fea, 
When Zolus locks up his windy brood, 
Is leſs diſturb'd than I. I'll make you know it. 
Dear Arethuſa, do but take this ſword, 
And ſcarch how temperate a heart I have; 
Then you, and this your boy, may live and reign 
In luſt, without controul. Wilt thou, Bellario? 
I prithee, kill me ; thou art poor, and may'it 
Nouriſh ambitious thoughts, when I am dead: 
This way were freer, 
Ave. Kill you! 
Bel. Not for a world. 
Phi. I blame not thee, 
Bellario ; thou haſt done but that which gods 
Would have transform'd themſcives todo! be gone, 
Leave me without reply ; this is the laſt 
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Of all our mecting. Kill me with this frond ! 

Be wiſe, or worſe will follow ; we are two 

Earth cannot bear at ance. Reſolve w 4a, of 
luter. 


Are. If my fortunes be fo good n bet me fall 
Upon thy hand, I hall have peace in drach. 
Yet tell me this, will there be. no Genders, 
No jealoukes in the other world, as ill there ? 
Phi. No. 
Are. Shew me then the way. 
My fechic hand, you that have pow'r w do ut 
For I muſt perform a picce of juſtice. If your yourh 
Hare any way offended Heav'n, let pray'ry 
Short and effeftual reconcile you wo it ! 


Enter 8 country fellow. 

Conn. 1 will fee the king if be be in the foreſt; 1 
hare hunted him theſe two hours; if | hould come 
home and not fre hum, my aters would laugh at 
me. There's a counticr with his fword drawn, by 
this hand, upon a woman, 1 think. 

Ave. 1 am prepar'd. 

Phi. Are you at peace? 

Are. With Hear'n and carth. 


F4 Cann. 


72 PHILASTEE 


Coun. Hold, daſtard! offer to firike a woman? 
[preventing bum. 


Are. What ill-bred man art thou, to intrude 
thyſelf 


Upon our private fports, our recreations? 
Coun, I underſtand you not; but I know the 
knave would have hurt you. 
Phi. Purſue thy own affairs; it will be il 
To multiply blood upon my head, which thou wilt 
force me to. | 
Coun. I know not your rhetorick z but I can lay 
It on, if you offer to touch the woman. 
Are. Heav'ns guard my lord ! 
Bel. Unmanner'd boor !—my lord 
| [interpofing, i; wounded. 
Phi. I hear the tread of people: F am hurt. 
The gods take part againft me ; could this boor 
Have held me thus elſe ? I muſt ſhift for life, 
Though I do loath it. [Eren Phi. and Bel. 
Coun. I cannot follow the rogue. 


l nen. 
Pha. What art thou ? 


Coun, 
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Caun. Ard Hale woman ; 


2 knave would have burt her. 
Pha. The princefs, gentlemen ! 
Dian. "Tis zhove wonder ! W 

tm 
Pha. Speak, villus, — dart rhe 


Pha. But who on have hart her 7 


|; Coun. T told you, a rogue; © acer Gow him 
before, L 
Pho. Madam, who was it? 
Fre. Some diſhoneſt wrertch ; 
Alas ! I know bim not, and do forgive him. 
Coun. He's hart himfelf, and foundly wo, be 
cannot go far ; | made my father's okd fox fiy abour 
Lis cars. 
Pha. How will you have me kill him? 
1 Ave. Not at all, 
Tis ſome diſtracted fellow. 
Ii you do take him, bring bim qui 
q — — 
Great 28 his fault. 
Pha. 1 will. 
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Are. But ſwear. 
Pha. By all my love, I will: 
Woodmen, conduct the princeſs to the king, 
And bear that wounded fellow unto drefling : 
Come, gentlemen, we'll follow the chace cloſe. 
[Exe. Are. Pho. Dien, Clere. Thru. and 1 Weed. 
Coun. I pray you, friend, let me fee the king. 
2 d. That you ſhall, and receive thanks. 
Coun, If I get clear of this, I'll go fee no more 
gay G Shia. 1— 
Scene, another part of the woed. 


Euter Bellarie, with a ſcarf. 
Bel. Yes, I am hurt; and would to Heav'n it 
were 

A death's wound to me! I am faint and weak, 
With loſs of blood: My ſpirits ebb apace : 
A heavincſs near death fits on my brow, 
And I muſt ficep: Bear me, thou gentle bank, 
For ever, if thou wilt ; you ſweet ones all, 
Let me unworthy preſs you: I could with, 
] rather were a corſc ftrew'd over with you, 
Than quick above you. Dulineſs ſhuts mine eyes, 
And I am giddy. Oh! that I could take 
So ſound a fleep, that I might never wake. 


Enter 
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Enter Philafter. 
Phi. 1 have done il; my confcience calls me 
—_ - 
What, firike at her, that would not rike at me ! 
When I did fight, metbought, | heard her pray 
The gods to guard me. She may be abus'd, 
And I a loathed villain : If the be, 
She'll not diſcover me ; the fave has wounds, 
And cannot follow, nenther knows be me. 
Who's this ? Beile ficeping ! If thou beet 
Guilty, there is no juſtice that thy fleep 
Should be fo found; and mine, whom thou hat 
wrong'd, 

bo broken. 

Bd. Who is there ? my lord Philuiter ? 

[4 ory within. 


Hark ! you ace purſu'd; fy, fy my lod! wad Gre 
Yourſcif. 


Phi. How's this ! wouldft thou 1 hould be face? 
Bel. Ele were it vain for => ww Evts oh, has, 
My lord, theſe offer'd means 2 your ca? 

The princeſs, I am fao:, will n<'cr reveal you 3 
They have no mark to knuws you, bu. our wounds; 


I, coming in betwixt the door aa you, 
Was wounded too. "To tay the ods of blood 
I did bind on this fearf, which thus 
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I tear away. Fly! and will be belicv'd 
"Twas I affail'd the princeſs. 
Phi. O heavens ! 


| What haſt thou done ? Art thou then true to me ? 


Bel. Or let meperiſhloath'd! come, my good lord, 
Creep in amongſt thoſe buſhes : Who docs know, 
But that the gods may ſave your much-lov'd breath? 
Phi. Oh, I ſhall dic for grief! what wilt thou do? 
Bel. Shift for myſelf well: Peace, Ihear'cmcome! 
Within. Follow, follow, follow; that way they 
went. 
Bal. With my own wounds I'll bloody my own 
ſword ! 
I nced not counterfeit to fall ; Heav'n knows 
That I can ſtand no longer. 


Enter Pharamond, Dian, Cleremont, Thrafiline, &c. 

Pha. To this place we have track'd him by his 

blood. 

Clere. Yonder, my lord, creeps one away. 

Dion. Stay, Sir, what are you ? 

Bel. Awretchedcreature wounded in theſe woods 
By beaſts! relieve me, if your names be men, 
Or I ſhall periſh! 

Dien. This is he, my lord, 
Upon my foul, affail'd her ; tis the boy, 


That 
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That wicked boy, that ferv'd her. 

Phe. Oh, thou dama'd 
In thy creation ! what cauſe coukiit thou thape 
To burt the princes ? 

Bel. Then 1 am betrays. 

Dian. Betray'd! no, apprehended. 
Bel. 1 conſefs, 
Urge it no more, that, big with cvil thoughes, 
I fect upon her, and did make my aim 
Her death. For charity, ter fall at once 
The puniſhment you mean, md do ave load 
This weary fleſt with torruces ! 
Pha. 1 will know 
Who hir'd thee to this deed. 

Bel. My own revenge. 

Pha. Revenge, for what ? 

Bel. It pleas d her to recerve 
Me as her page, and, when my forruncs chb d. 
That men ſtrid o'er them carcleta, the did hower 
Her welcome graces on me, and did fwelt 
Tureatning the men that croft cm when, as fwift 
As ſtorms ariſe at fea, the turu'd her cycs 
To burning ſuns upon me, and did dry 
The ftreams ſhe had beftow's ; having me wore, 
Aud more coatemg'd than or lite brooks, 
Bec: utc 
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Becauſe I had been great: In ſhort, I knew 
I could not live, and therefore did defire 
To dic reveng'd. 
Pha. If tortures can be found, 
Long as thy natural life, prepare to feel 
The utmoſt rigour. 
Clere. Help to lead him hence. 


Phi. Turn back, you raviſhers of innocence | 
Know ye the price of that you bear away 
80 rudely ? | 

Pha. Who's that ? 

Phi. Tis not the treaſure of all kings in one, 
The wealth of Tagus, nor the rocks of pearl 
That pave the court of Neptune, can weigh down 
That virtue. It was I aflaiFd the princeſs. 
Place me, ſome god, upon a piramis, 
Higher than hills of carth, and lend 2 voice 
Loud as your thunder to me, that from thence 
I may diſcourſc to all the under-world | 
The worth that dwells in him 

Pha. How's this ? 

Bel. My lord, ſome man 
Weary of life, that would be glad to dic. 


Phe. 
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Pe Leave theſe untimely courtctics, Beil. 

Bel. Alas | he's mad ; come, will you lead me on ? 

Phi. By all the oaths that men ought mot b. 

And gods do punith moiſt, when men du breas, 

He touch d ber not. Take heed, Bullaric, 

How thou doſt drown the vietucs, thus hatt thewn, 

With perjury. By all that's good, was |: 

You know, the Rood berwint me and ay nghs. 

Pha. Thy own wngue be thy judge. 

Clare, It was Philafter. 

Dian, It not a brave boy ? 

Well, Sins, I fear mg, we arc all decein'd, 

Phi. Have 1 no friend here ? 

Dian. Yes. 

Phi. Then fhew it 3; forme 

Good body lend 2 band tw drow erer. 

Would you have wears ed for you when you dic ? 

Then lay me gently on his neck, thas there 

1 may weep floods, % 2d ban ts Badlaris) wad 
there beearhke out my tpn: 

Te not the wealth of Plucus, nor the gold 

Lock d in the heart of carth can buy away 

This arm-full from me. You hand-beanced men, 

More ſtony than theſe mounting, Can you we 

Such clear pure blood drop, eat ave cue your teth 


Le nop bis lie? to bind wheic biiter wounds, 
— 
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Queens ought totear their hair, and with their tears 
Bathe em. Forgive me, thou that art the wealth 
Of poor Philaſter | 


Emer King, Arcthuſe, and d guard. 

King. Is the villain ta'cn ? 

Pha. Sir, here be two confeſs the deed ; but fay 
it was Philaſter. 

Phi. it no more, it was. 

King. The fellow, that did Gght with him, will 
tell us. 

Ave. Ah me! I know he will. 

King. Did not you know him ? 

Are. No, Sir; if it was he, he was diſguiſed. 
Phi. I wasſo. way — 
King. Thou ambitious fool ! 

Thou that haſt laid a train for thy own life 4 
Now I do mean to do, Fil leave to talk. 
Bear bim to priſon. 

Are. Sir, they did plot together to take hence 
This harmleſs liſc ; ſhould it paſs unreveng'd, 
I ſhould to carth go weeping : Grant me then 
(By all the love a father bears his child) 

The cuſtody gf both, and to appoint 
Their and their death. 


King. neben g. 
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Come, princely Pharamond, this bufinets pait, 
We may with more ſecurity go on 
To your intended match. 3 


230 FX V. 


Set, te Pals 
Enter Philafter, Arabuſa and A 
22 
A T. dear Philaſter, grieve nat we ace well. 
Bel. Nay, good my lord, fordear; we we 
wondrous well. 
Phi. Oh, Arcthufa ch, Belkario | leave w be 
kind : 
| hall be hot from Heav'n, as now from carth, 
if you continue fo. I am 2 man, 
Falle to a pair of the moſt truſty ones 
That ever earth bore. Can it bear ws all ? 
Forgive, and leave me ! but the king bath fenc 
To call me to my death : ob, bew it me, 
And then forgive me. And for 
— —öl—̃ 
The hearts of beaſts, to ſpare thy innscence 
Vos. UL G Bel. 
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Bel. Alas, my lord, my life is not a thing 
Worthy your noble thoughts ; 'tis not a life, 
'Tis but a piece of childhood thrown away : 
Should I out-live you, I ſhould then out-live 
Virtue and honour ; and, when that day comes, 
If ever I ſhall cloſe theſe eyes but once, 

May 1 live ſpotted for my perjury, 
And waſte my limbs to nothing 

Are. And I (the woful'it maid that ever was, 
Forc'd with my hands to bring my lord to death) 
Do by the honour of à virgin ſwear, 

To tell no hours beyond it. 

Phi. Make me not hated fo. 

People will tear me, when they find you true 
To ſuch a wretch as I ; I ſhall dic loath'd. 
Enjoy your kingdoms peaceably, whilſt l 
For ever ſleep forgotten with my faults, 
EVry juſt ſervant, cv'ry maid in love, 
Will have a picce of me, if you be true. 

Are. My dear lord, fay not fo. 

Bel. A piccc of you! 

He was nct born of woman that can cut 
It and look on. 
Phi. Take me in tears betwixt you, 
Are. Why, 'tis well. 


pe 


PHILASTERL 33 


Bel. Lament no more. 
Phi. What would you have done 
If you had Wrong d me baſcly, and had found 
My life ao price, compar'd w yours Fer love, ira, 
Deal with me plainly. 
Bel. Twes miſtaken, Sir. 
Phi. Why, if it were ? 
Bel. Then, Sir, we would have a d you parion. 
Phi. And bare bee to enjoy it ? 
Ave. Enjoy it . 
Phi. Would you, indeed ? be plain. 
Rel. We would, my hed, 
Phi, Forgive me then! 
tre. 80, fo. 
Bal. "Tis as it hould be now, 
Phi. Lead to my drach ! 


Scene, the P... Chamber. 


Enter King, Dian, Claronans, and Thrafiline. 

King. Gentlemen, who faw the prince ? 

Clere. So pleaſe you, Sir, he's gone to fee the cry, 
Aud the new platform, with fome gentlemen 
Auending on him. 

King. ls the princeſs ready 
To bring her prifoncr out ? 
Thre. She waits your grace. 
King. Tell her we tay. 

G 2 & weer 


— 7 — 


Be. 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 
A. Where's the king ? 
King. Here. 
My. To your ſtrength, O king, 
And reſcue the prince Pharamond from danger. 
He's taken priſoner by the citizens, 


Enter another Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Arm, arm, O king, the city is in mutiny, 
Led by an old grey raſhan, who comes on 
In reſcue of the lord Philaſter. [ Exit. 
A King. Away to t citadel ; Fil ſee them ſafe, 
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And then cope with theſe burghers : Let the guard 


Dion. Well, my dear countrymen, if youcontinue, 
and fall not back upon the firſt broken ſhin, Ill have 
you chronicled, and chronicled, and cut and chro- 
nicled, and ſung in all-to-be-prais'd ſonnets, and 
grav'd in new brave ballads, that all tongues ſhall 
troule you in ſecula ſeculerum, my kind can carrier 

Tra. What if a toy take em 7th beels now, 
and they all run away, and cry, the devil take the 
hindmoſt r? | ; 

8 
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Dorn. Then the fame devil take the foremett wo, 

And fowee bim for his becak fat ! I ibey all prowe 
cowards, 

My curſes fy among them and be ſpeeding ' 


May they keep whores and hories, and break ; 
Aud hve mew'@ up with necks of beef and turaups ! 
May they — children, and nonc like ihe 


May they know no language bus that gibberuh 

They prattle to their parcels, unleſs is be 

The Gothick Latin they write in eie donds, 

Aud may they write that falle, and late their dhe 

Enter the King. 

King. "Tis Philaſter, 

None but Philaſter, muſt allay this heac : 

My daughter and Bellario too declare, 

Were he to die, that they would both dic with him. 

Ob run, dear friend, and bring the lord Phulaiter ; 

Speak him fair ; —_ do hum all 
3 


ä 


D nenne 


The 
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The courteſy you can ; commend me to him. 
I have already given orders for his liberty. 

Clerc. My lord, he's here. 

Enter Philafter. 

King. O worthy Sir, forgive me ; do not make 
Your miſeries and my faults meet together, 
To bring a greater danger. Be yourſelf, 
Still ſound amongſt diſeaſes. I have wrong'd you, 
And though I find it laſt, and beaten to it, 
Let firſt your goodneſs know it. Calm the people, 
And be what you were born to: Take your love, 
And with her my repentance, and my wiſhes, 
Andall mypray'rs : By th' gods, my heart ſpeaks this: 
And if the leaſt fall from me not perform'd, 
May I be ſtruck with thunder 

Phi. Mighty Sir, 
1 will not do your greatneſs ſo much wrong, 
As not to make your word truth ; free the princeſs 
And the poor boy, and let me ſtand the ſhock 
Or periſh with it. 

King. Let your own word free them. 
Phi. Then thus Itake my leave, kiſing your hand, 
And hanging on your royal word: Be kingly, 
And be not mor'd, Sir ; I ſhall bring you peace, 
Or never bring myſelf back. 
King. All the gods go with hee! 
Scene, 
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Scene, a fran in the city. 


Extcr an old captain and citizens, with Phuramand. 


Cape. Come, my brave myrmidons, let us fall on; 
let our caps farm, my boys, and your nimble 
you lack, and et your mouths” up, children, vt 
your palates fall frighted half a fachom, paſt the 
cure of bay-falt and groſs pepper, and then cry Phi- 
laſter, brave Philaſter ! 

All. Philaſter ! Philaſter ! 

Cape. How do you like this, ay lord prince ? 

Pha. You will not fee me munder'd, wicked 
villaans ? 


Enter Phulafter. 
AM. Long live Philaſtcr, the brave prince 
Philafter ' 

Phi. I thank you, genclemen ; but why we thete 
Rudc weapons brought abroad, to wack = hands 
Uncivil trades ? 

Cape. My royal Rofickar, 
We are thy myrmadens, thy guard, thy racers ; 
And when thy noble body is in durance, 
Thus we do ch our muily murrions on, 
And trace the ſtreets in error: bs it peace, 
G 4 | Thu 
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Thou Mars of men ? Is the king fociable, 
And bids thee live ? art thou above thy focmen, 
And free as Pherbus ? Speak ; if not, this ſtand 
Of royal blood ſhall be abroach, a-tilt, and run 
Even to the lees of honour. 
Phi. Hold and be ſatisfied ; I am myſcif, 
Free as my thoughts are ; by the gods, I am. 
Capt. Art thou the dainty darling of the king ? 
Art thou the Hylas to our Hercules ? 
Is the court navigable, and the preſence tuck 
With flags of friendſhip ? If not, we are thy caſtle, 
And this man ſlecps. 
Phi. I am what I defire to be, your friend ; 
I am what I was born to be, your prince. 
Pha. Sir, there is ſome humanity in you ; 
You have a noble ſoul ; forget my name, 
And know my miſery ; ſet me ſafe aboard 
From theſe wild canibals, and, as I live, 
TI quit this land for ever. | 
Phi.I do pity you: Friends, diſcharge your fears; 
Deliver me the prince. 
Good my friends, go to your houſes, and by me have 
Your pardons, and my love; 
And know, there ſhall be nothing in my pow'r 
You may deſerve, but you ſhall have your wiſhes. 
All. Long may'ſt thou live, brave prince 
Brave 
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Brave prince | brave prince ! 
[Exennt Phi. and Pha. 
Cape. Go thy ways; thou art the bing of courtedy : 
Fall of again, my fweert youths ; come, and every 
man trace to his houſe again, and hang bu pewrer 
up; then to the tavern, and bring your wives in 
muſs : We will have muſick, and the red grape 
wall make us dance and rife, boys ! . 


Scene changes ts the court. 
Enter King, Arcthuſu, Galates, Mira, Clranone, 
King. Is it appeas'd 7 
Dien. Sir, all is quict 25 the dead of night, 


I will not break the leaſt word I have gin 
In promiſe to him. I have heap's a world 
Of grief upon his head, which yer I hope 
To waſh away. 
Cre. My lord is come. 
King. My en 
Beſt be the time, that I have leave to call 
duch virtue mine ! Now thou art in mine u, 
Mrtalne 
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Methinks I have a ſalve unto my breaſt 
For all the ſtings that dwell there : Streams of grief 
That I have wrong'd thee, and as much of joy 
That I repent it, iſſue from mine eyes: 
Let them appeaſe thee ; take thy right; take ber, 
She is thy right too, and forget to urge 
My vexed ſoul with that I did before. 

Phi. Sir, it is blotted from my memory, 
Paſt and forgotten. For you, prince of Spain, 
Whom I have thus redeem'd, you have full leave 
To make an honourable voyage home. 
And if you would go furniſh'd to your realm 
With fair proviſion, I do fee a lady, 
Methinks, would gladly bear you company. 

Meg. Shall I then alone 
Be made the mark of obloquy and ſcorn ? 
Can ſhame remain perpetually in me, 
And not in others? or have princes falves 
To cure ill names, that meaner people want ? 
Phi. What mean you? | 
Aeg. You muſt get another ſhip 


To bear the princeſs and the boy together. 
Dien. How now | 
Meg. I have already publiſh'd both their ſhames. 
Ship us all four, my lord ; we can endure | 
Weather and wind alike. 


King. 


iK 
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King. Clear thou thyſelf, or know not me for 

father. 

Are. This earth, bow falſe it is ! what means is left 
For me to clear myſelf ? It lies in your belief. 

My lord, believe me, and let all things elie 
Struggle together to diſhonour me. 

Bel. - king, that I may 
As freedom would: Then I will call this lady 
As baſe as be herattions. Hear me, Sir; 
Belicve your hated blood when it rebels 
Againſt your reaſon, ſooner than this lady. 

Phi. This hay? I will Goner wait the wind 
With feathers, os the troubled fea with peart, 
Than ber with any ching: Believe ber noc ? 
Why, think you, if I did believe ber words, 

I would outlive em? Honour cannot take 
Revenge on you; then what were to be known 
Bur death? 

King. Forget her, Sir, face all is knit 
Between us: But I mult requeſt of you 
One favour, and will fadly be denied. 

Phi. Command, whatc'er it he. 

King. Swear tw be trac 
To what you promiſe. 

Phi. By the pow'rs above, 
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Let it not be the death of her or him, 


To torture. I will have her clear'd or buried. 
Phi. Oh, let me call my words back, worthy Sir; 
Aſk ſomething elſe: Bury my life and right 
In one poor grave; but do not take away 
My life and fame at once. * 
King. Away with him ; it ſtands irrevocable. 
Bel. Oh, kill me, gentlemen ! 
Bel. Wil you torture me? 
King. Haſte there ; why ſtay you? 
Bel. Then 1 ſhall not break my vow, 
You know, juſt gods, though I diſcover all. 
King. How's that ? will he confeſs ? 
Dion. Sir, ſo he ſays. 
King. Speak then. 
Bel. Great king, if you'll command 
This lord to talk with me alone, my tongue, 
Urg'd by my heart, ſhall utter all the thoughts 
My youth bath known, and ſtranger things than 
theſe 


You hear not often. | 
King. Walk afide with him. 
[Dion and Bell. walk afide tegether. 

Dis 
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Dian. Why ſpeak thou nor ? 
Bel. Know you this face, my bond ? 
Bel. Have you not feen it, nor the the ? 
Dian. Yes, 1 have feen the like, but madily 
| know not where. X 
Bel. 1 have been often toad 
In court of o Euphrafia, 2 hdy, 
And daughter to you; berwizt whom and me, 
They, that would lc my bad face, would frcmxr 
There was ſuch ftrange reſemblance, that we rwo 
Could not be known afunder, dreft alike. 
Dian. By Heav'n, and fo there is. 
Bell. For her fair fake, 
Who now doth ſpend the fpring-ume of her life 
I holy pilgrimage, move to the king, 
That I may "ſcape this torture. 
Dian. But thou fpeak't 
As lc Eupbrafia, 2s thou doit look. 
How came i to thy knowlcdge that the lives 
la pilgrimage ? 
Bel. | know it not, my lord; 
But I have heard it, and do ſcarce believe it. 
Dian. Oh, my ſhame, is it poſſible ? draw neas, 
That I may gaze upon thee : Art thou the ? 
Or elſe her murderer ? where wert thou born? 
Ba. 
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Bel. In Siracuſa. 


Dien. What's thy name ? 

Bel. Euphraſia. 

Dion. Tis juſt ; tis ſhe; now I do knowthee. Oh, 
That thou hadſt died, and I had never ſeen 
Thee nor my ſhame ! 

Bel. Would I had died, indeed ! I with it too; 
And ſo I muſt have done by vow, ere publiſh'd 
What I have told ; but that there was no means 
To hide it longer; yet I joy in this, 

The princeſs is all clear. 

King. What have you done ? 

Dion. All is diſcover'd. 

Are. What is diſcover'd ? 

Dim. Why, my ſhame ; 

It is a woman ; let her ſpeak the reſt, 

Phi. How ! that again. 

Dian. It is a woman. 

Phi. Bleſt be you pow'rs that favour innocence ! 
It in woman, Sir! hark, gentlemen |! 

It is a woman. Arethuſa, take 

My ſoul into thy breaſt, that would be gone 

With joy: It is a woman—thou art fair, 

And virtuous ſlill to ages, "ſpite of malice. 
King. Speak you ; where lies his ſhame ? 
Bel. 1 am his daughter. 


* 
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Phi. The gods are juſt. But, my Belkaria, 
(For I muſt call thee fill fo) tell me, why 
Thou didit conceal thy fex; it was a fault; 

A fault, Bellario, though thy other deeds 

Of truth outweigh's i : all theſe jealoufics 
Had flown to nothing, if thou had discover d, 
What now we know. 

Bel. My father oft would fpeak 

Your worth and virtue, and as 1 did grow 
More and more apprehenfive, I did thirtt 

To ſce the man fo prais'd; but yet all this 
Was but a maiden-loaging, to be loſt 

As ſoon as found ; till firing 'n= my window, 
Pruating my thoughts in lawn, I faw 2 God 
| thought (but it was you) enter our gates ; 
My blood few out, and back gun as fat, 
As I had pu#F'sd it forth and fuck's t in 
Like breath ; then was | call'd away in haſte 
To entertain you. Never was 2 man, 
Heav'd from a ſheep-core to 2 ſeeprre, rain'd 
So high in thoughts as 1; you left » lig 
Upon theſe bps then, which | mean to keep 
From you for ever ; I Ad hear you talk, 

Far above ünging; after you were gone 

| grew acquainted with my heart, and fearch'd 
What flicr'd it fo: alas, I found it love; 
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Yet far from ill, for could I have but liv'd 

In preſcnce of you, I had had my end; 

For this I did delude my noble father 

With a fcign'd pilgrimage, and dreſs'd myſcif 

In habit of a boy ; and, for I knew 

My birth no match for you, I was paſt hope 

Of having you: And underſtanding well 

That when I made diſcovery of my ſex, 

I could not ſtay with you; I made a vow, 

By all the moſt religious things a maid 

Could call together, never to be known, 

Whilſt there was hope to hide me from mens 
eyes 

For other than I ſeem'd, that I might ever 

Abide with you ; then ſat I by the fount, 

Where firſt you took me up. 

King. Search out a match 
Within our kingdom, where and when thou wilt, 
And I will pay thy dowry; and thyſelf 
Wilt well deſerve him. 

Bel. Never, Sir, will 1 
Marry; it is a thing within my vow. 

Phi.1 grieve, ſuch virtues ſhould be laid in earth 
Without an heir.—Hear me, my royal father, 
Wrong not the freedom of our ſouls ſo much, 

To think to take revenge of that baſc woman 
Her 
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Her malice cannot hurt ws ; fer ber free 

As ſhe was born, faving from ſhame 2nd fin. 
King. Well! be n &. You, Phacamond, 

Shall have free pailage, and 2 conduct home 

Worthy fo great 2 prince z when you come there, 

Remember, 'twas your fault that loſt you her, 

And not my purpos'd will. 
Pha. I do conichs it. 
King. Laſt, join your handsin one. Enjoy, Phi- 

laſter, 

This kingdom, which is yours, and after me 

Whatever I call mine; my bleſſing on you * 

A!! happy bours be at your marnage-joys, 

1 hat you may grow yourſelves over all lands, 

And live to fee your plenteous branches ſpring 

Where-ever there is fun !\—— Let princes learn 

y this to rule the paihons of their blond 

For what Heav's wills, can never be withitood. 
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SHAKESPEARE 


WITH ALTERATIONS 
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an the 20th of February, 1768. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


* HE Tragedy of Lear is nn. 
c brated among the dramas of Shakeſpeare- 
« There is, perhaps, no play which keeps the at 
« tcntion fo trongly fixed ; which fo much agrtares 
« cur paſhons, and intereſts our curiafity. The 
« 2rtful involutions of diſtinct intereſta, the ſtrik- 
ing oppoktion of contrary characters, the fudden 
changes of fortune, and the quick fuccefion of 
« events, fill the mind with 2 perpetual tumult of 
* indignation, pity, and hope. There is no feene 
* which does not contribute to the aggravation of 
* the diſtreſs, or condudt of the action; and ſcarce 
* 2 line which does not conduce to the progres of 
© the ſcene. So powerful is the current of the 
* poet's imagination, that the mind, which once 
* rentures within it, is hurried icrefiftibly along.” 
Such is the decifion of Dr. ſobnafon on the Lear 

of Shakeſpeare. Yet Tate, with all this treafure 
xfore him, confidered it 25 © 2 heap of jewels 
* unitrung, and wnpoliſhed ;” and refolved, © cut 
* of zeal for all the remains of Shakefp-:re,” wo 
te tory. Having formed this refolu- 
von, * it was my good formance (fps he) wo light 
H 3 « on 
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on one expedient to rectify what was wanting 
in the regularity and probability of the tale; 
„ which was to run through the whole, « love 
e betwixt Edgar and Cordelia, that never changed 
« word with each other in the original. This ren- 


<« that a generous deſign, 
« ſhift to ſave his life "The diſtreſs of the ſtory is 
« evidently beightened by itz and it particularly 
« gave occaſion to 2 new ſcene or two, of more 

« ſucceſs perhaps than merit.” | 
Now this very expedient of a love betwixt Edgar 
and Cordelia, on which Tate felicitates himlſell, 
ſeemed to me to be one of the capital objections 
to his alteration : For even ſuppoſing that it ren- 
dered Cordelia's indifference to her father more 
(an indifference which Shakeſpeare has 
no where implied), it aſſigns a very poor motive 
ſor it; fo that what Edgar gains on the fide of 
romantick generoſity, Cordelia loſes on that oi 
real virtue. The diſtreſs of the tory is ſo far from 
being heightened by it, that it has diffuſed 3 
and infipidity over all the ſcenes of the 
play from which Lear is abſent ; for which I appe# 
do 
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to the ſenſations of the numerous audiences, with 
which the play bas been honoucet; and had the 
ſcenes been affectingly wrincu, they would at leait 
attached almoſt entirely to Lear and Cordelia, ia 
their parental and filkal capacumies; thereby pro- 
ducing paBlages iabaitely more wragick thas the 
embraces of Cordelia and the ragged Edgar, which 
with ſome of the fineſl ſcenes of Shakeſpeare. 
Tate, in whoſe days &we was the foul of Tragedy 
as well as Comedy, was, bowever, © devoted is 
mtrigue, that be has net only given Edmund 2 
cn his criminal commerce with Gonenill and Regan, 
vhich is the moſt diſguſting part of the original. 
The Rev. Dr. Warton has doubred, © whether the 
* crucky of the daughters is not painted with cir 
* cumſtances too favage and unnatural *,” oven 
by Shakeſpeare. Still, however, in Shakefpoare, 
ſome motives for their conduct are ailbgned ; but 
s Tate has conducted that part of the fable, they 
vc equally cruel and unnatural, without the poct's 
Eguing any motive at all. 
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In all theſe circumſtances, it is generally agreed, 
that Tate's alteration is for the worſe; and his 
King Lear would probably have quitted the ſtage 
long ago, had not he made © the tale conclude 
in a ſucceſs to the innocent diſtreſſed perſons.” 
Even in the cataſtrophe he has incurred the cen- 
ſure of Addiſon : but © in the preſent caſe, fays 
« Dr. Johnſon, the publick has decided, and Cor- 
delia, from the time of Tate, has always retired 

« with victory and fclicity.” 

To reconcile the cataſtrophe of Tate to the 

ſtory of Shakeſpeare, was the firſt grand object 

which I propoſed to myſelf in this alteration; 

thinking it one of the principal duties of my ſitu- 

ation, to render every drama ſubmitted to the 

F publick, as conſiſtent and rational an entertain» 

| ment as poſſible. In this kind of employment, 

one perſon cannot do a great deal; yet if every 

director of the theatre will endeavour to do a little, 

the ſtage will every day be improved, and become 

more worthyattcntion and encuuragement. Romeo, 

Cymb-line, Every Man in his Humour, hare long 

been reſined from the droſs that hindered them from 

being current with the publick ; and I have now 

endeavoured to purge the tragedy of Lear of the 

_ alloy of Tate, which has fo long been ſuilered to 
Calc it. g 
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unprobab:ly of Clocefter”s imagin- 

h_— RE A hl rn 
ing. Ss,” — — 
a 1 rr 
— ——v won than in print. 1544 
— bee ee 
— in the mouth of Edgar. The purung 
— 
— have altcred it, if poſſible ; but, upon 
— appewed to be fo cloſely r- 
— — ——— 

obſerved +, that the poet ® has 
: the jeſtings of the Fl, which in other 
— aud would uo be cndured on 
modern tage. 
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DaAM arts PERSONA. 


Lan, King of Barraix, 
King of Fzance, 

Duke of BuzGcunDY, 
Duke of ConnwaLlLt; 
Duke of ALBaxY, 
Earl of GLocesTER, 


Scene, BRITAIN. 
KING 


r 


SST 1 


Sctut, the King's pakece. 
Enter Kent, Glacefter, and Edmund the Baftard. 


Kone. 
THOUGHT the king had more afetted the 
duke of Albany thin Cornwall. 

CA. It did always fora © wo ws: Bur now in 
the hirifion of the kingdom, it appears not which 
of the dukes he ratues mot. 

Kt. bs not this your fon, my brd? 

Che. His breeding, Sir, bach been at my charge. 

Kent. | cannot conceive you. 

Ci. Sir, this young fellow's morhrr bad, abound, 
2 fon for ber cradle, cre the bad & bufcndt hor 
ber bed. Do you faxclt a fauir ? 

Kent. | cannce with the fault undone, the fac 


of it being ſo proper. 
CN. 
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lac. But I have a fon, Sir, by order of law, 
ſome year elder than this, who yet is no dearer 
in my account, Do you know this nobleman, 
Edmund ? 

Edm. No, my lord. | 

Glee. My lord of Kent 
Remember him hereafter as my honourable friend. 

Edm. My ſervices to your lordſhip. 

Kent. I muſt love you, and ſuc to know you better. 

Edm. Sir, I ſhall ſtudy your deſerving. 

[Trumpets ſound within. 
Glac. The king is coming. 


Scene opens, and diſcovers King Lear, Cornwall, A 
bany, Gonerill, Regan, Cordelia, and attendants. 
Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgun- 

dy, Glo'ſter. 

Clic. I ſhall, my liege. (Exit. 
Lear. Mean time we ſhall expreſs our darker 
purpolc : 

. Know, we have divided, 

In three, our kingdom ; and tis our faſt intent, 

To ſhake all cares and buſineſs from our age ; 


Conferring them on younger ſtrengths, while we 
Unburthen'd crawl toward death. Our fon of 


Cornwall, 


And 
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And you, our no-lcl>-loving fon of Albany, 
We have this hour 2 conſtant will to publich 
Our daughters fev'ral dow'rs, that future rife 
May be prevented now. The princes France and 
Burgyndy, 
Great rivals in our younger daughter's love, 
Long in our coun have made their am'rous @- 
journ, 

And here are to be anfwer'd. Tell me, daughiers, 
Which of you, ſhall we fay, doth love us mot ? 
That we our largeſt bounty may extend, 
Where nature doth with merit challenge. Gonerill, 
Our eldeſt born, fpeak firit. 

Gon. 1 love you, Sir, 
Dearer than eye-fght, ſpace, and liberty; 
Beyond what can be valu'd, zich or rare; 
No leſs than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour 
As much as child cer low d, or facher found. 
A love that makes breath poor, and ſpeech unable, 
Leyond all manner of fo much I love you. 

Card, What ſhall Cordelia do? love, and be 


flene. =. 
Lear. P 


n 
With plenteous rivers and widc-Airted med, 
W- 


eee l 
We make thee lady. To thine and Albany's iffue 


Our deareſt Regan, wife of Cornwall ? ſpeak. 

Regan. Tm made of that ſelf mould, as is my 

ſiſter, 
And prize me at her worth, in my true heart. 
1 find, ſhe names my very decd of lone; 
Only ſhe comes too ſhorr : that I profeſs 
Myſelf an enemy to all other joys, 
Cord. Then poor Cordelia ! LEA. 
And yet not ſo, ſince I am ſure my love's 
More pond'rous than my tongue. 

Leer. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this 2mple third of our fair kingdom ; 
Than that conferr'd on Gonerill.— Now our joy, 
Altho' our laſt, not leaſt 3 to whoſe young love, 
The vines of France, and milk of Burguady, 
Strive to be int'reſs'd ! what ſay you, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your ſiſters ? ſpeak. 
Cord. Nothing, my lord. | 

Lear. Nothing ? 

Cord. Nothing. | 

L-ar. Nothing can come of nothing ; ſpeak ag 

Cord. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 0 
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My heart into my mouth : | love your majeſty 
According to my bond ; no more nor lefs. 


You gave me being, bred me, lov'd me. 1 
Return thoſe duties back, 25 are right fit; 
Obey you, love you, and moſt honour you. 
Why have my Giters buibands, it they fay, 
They love you, all? hap'ly, when I hall wed, 
That lord, whoſe hand muſt take my plight, has 
carey 
Sure, I ſhall never marry like my fiters, 
To love my father all. 

Lear. But goes thy heart with this ? 

Cd. Ay, my good bord. 

Liar. So young, and fo watcader ? 

Cird. So young, my lord, and wee. 

Lear. Let it be fo; thy truth then be thy dower. 
For by the facred radiance of the fun, 
The myſteries of Hecate, and the nighe, 
by all the operations of the orb, 

From whom we do cxift, and ceaſe to be : 
Here I diſclaim all my paternal care, 


Come not between the dragon and his wrath. 

I lov'd her moſt, and thought to ſet my reſt 

On her kind nurs ry. Hence, avoid my fight !— 
[To Cord. 

So be my grave my peace, as here I give 

Her father's heart from her; call France; who ftirs? 

Call Burgundy. —Cornwall and Albany, 

With my two daughters dowers, digeſt the third. 

I do inveſt you jointly with my power, 

Prehemincnce, and all the large ecects 

That troop with majeſty. Ourſelfby monthly courſe, 

With reſervation of a hundred knights, 

By you to be ſuſtain'd, ſhall our abode 

Make with you by due turns : only retain 

The name and all th' addition to a king; 

The ſway, revenue, exccution, 

Bcloved ſons, be yours! which to confirm, 

This coronct par* between you. [Giving the crows. 

Kent. Roya! Loar, 
Vi bom I have crcr honour'd as my king, 


Ler' 
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Lov'd as my father, as my maſter follow'd, 

And 2s my patron thought on in my pray — 

Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from 
the ſhaft. 

Ke. Let it fall rather, the” the fork invade 
The regzon of my heart ; be Kent uamanneriy, 
When Lear is mad : with better judgment check 
This hideous rafhnefs ; with my life © anfwer, 
Thy youngeit daughter does not love thee leatt. 

Lear. Kent, on thy life no more ? 

Keene. My life I never held but as 2 pawns 
To wage againſt thy foes ; nor fear wo loſe it, 
Thy ſaſety being the motive. 

Lear. Out of my Gght ? 

Kent. Sec better, Lear. 

Laer. Now by Apollo — 

Kent. Now by Apollo, king, 

Thou fwear'ſt thy gods in vain. 

Lear. Oh, vaflal! miſcreant ! 

[ Laying bus band un bus ſwore. 

Mlb. Coe. Dear Sir, fordear. 

L. Kill thy phyfician, and thy fee beſtow 
Upon thy rank difcaſe ; revoke thy doom, 
Or, whilſt I can vent clamour from my thront. 
Tu tell thee thou doit evil. 

Lear. Hear me, recreant ! 
Ver. III. I 


Sioce 
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Since thou haſt ſought to make us break our vow, 
To come betwint our ſentence and our power, 
Take thy reward. 

Five days we do allot thee for provifon, 

To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world 
And, on the fixth, to turn thy hated back - 
Upon our kingdom ; if, the tenth day following, 
Thy baniſh'd trunk be found in our domimions, 


— The moment is thy death: away by Jupiter, 


This ſhall not be revo d. 

Kent. Why, fare thee well, king, fince thou an 
reſolv'd. 

The gods protect thee, excellent Cordelia, 

That juſtly think'ſt, and haft moſt rightly ſaid ! 

Now to new climates my old truth I bear ; 

Freedom lives hence, and baniſhment is here. ¶ Zx«. 

Enter Glecefler, with France and Burgundy, and 

attendants. 


Glec. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 
Lear. Right noble Burgundy, 
Who with this king haſt rivalł d for our daughter ; 
When the was dear to us, we held her fo; 
But now her price is fallin: Sir, there ſhe ſtands; 


Us 
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Unfnended, new-adopted to our hace, 

Dover d with our curic, and tranger'd withourocach, 

Take her, or leave her? 
Burg. Pardon, royal Sir; 

Election makes not up on fuch conditions. 
Lear. Then leave ber, Sir; for, by the pow'r 

that made me, 
I tell you all her wealth. —For you, great king, 
% Franc. 

I would not from your love make fuch a tray, 

To match you where | hate. 
France. This is mot firange. 
Cord. I yet beſcech your majeidy, 

(VF, for I want that giib and ciby art, 

To ſpeak and purpoſe not, fince what | well incend, 

I'll do't before I fpeak) that you make known, 

I is no vicious blot, ſcandal, or foulnels, 

No unchaſte action, or diff onour'd ep, 

That hath depriv'd me of your grace and favour : 

But ev'n for want of that, for which Fm richer, 


Haza not been born, than not bare pleas's me 
better. | 


12 France. 
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France. Is it but this ? a tardineſs in nature, 
Which often leaves the hiſtory unſpoke, 
That it intends to do? Faireſt Cordelia, 
Thee and thy virtues here I ſeize upon 3 
Be't lawful, I take up what's caſt away. 
Thy dow'rieſs daughter, king, thrown to my 
chance, 
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France. 
Leer. Thou haſt her, France ; let her be thine, 
for we 
Have no ſuch daughter; nor ſhall ever ſce 
That face of hers again ; away ! 
Come, noble Burgundy. 
[Flouriſh. Exeunt Lear and Burgundj. 
France. Bid farewell to your fiſters. 
Cord. Ye jewels of our father, with waſh d eyes 
Cordelia leaves you : I know what you are, 
And, like a fitter, am moſt loth to call 
Your faults, as they are nam d. Love well our 
father. 
To your proſeſſing boſoms I commit him; 
So farewell to you both. 
Regan. Preſcribe rot us our duty. 1 
Gon. Let your ſtudy 
Be to content your lord, who hath recciv'd you 
At fortunc's alms. | 


Cord. 
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Cord. Time hall unfold what planted cunning 
hides. 
Well may you profper | 
France. Come, my fair Condelia. 
{ Exennt France and Card. 
Gan. Siſter, it is not hathe Fre w fax, 
Of what moſt nearly appertains te ws boch ; 
| thank, our father will go hence wagt. 
Nes. That's certain, and with you; next month 
with us. 

Gan, You fee how full of changes his age i: 
the obſervation I have made of it hach not been 
lutle ; he always loved our filter mot, and with 
what poor judgment he hath now cat het od, apo 
pears too grodsly. 

Regan. "Tis the inficmity of his age 3 yet he hack 
cver but flenderly known hamdecif. 

Gon. The beſt and founde# of his time bath 
been but raſh z then muſt we look, from his age, 
19 receive not alone the unperfections of lang- un- 
wardneſs, that infirm and cholenck years boring 
with them. 

Regan. Such unconſtant tarts are we like 1 1316 
irom him, as this of Kent's banithanen:. 

Gaz. There is further compliment of lc. vc-taking 

13 berweer 
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between France and him; pray you, let us hit to- 
gether: if our father carry authority with ſuch di- 
poſition 25 he bears, this laſt ſurrender of his will 
but oſſcud us. | 
Regan. We ſhall further think of it. 
Gen. We muſt do ſomething ; 3, and ſuddenly. 
| [E 


— , 
— 


Enter Edmund, with a litter. 

Za. Thou, Nature, art my goddeſs ; to thy law 
My ſervices are bound, wherefore ſhould 1 
Stand in the plague of cuſtom, and permit 
The courteſy of nations to deprive me, 
For that I am fome twelve or fourteen moon-ſhines 
Lag of a brother? Why beflard? wherefore 4 
When my dimenſions are as well compact, 
My mind as gen'rous, and my ſhape as true, 
As honcſt madam's dur? why brand they us 
With baſe ? with baſencſs ? baſtardy ? baſe, baſe. 
Our father's love is to the baſtard Edmund, 
As to th legitimate Edgar; fine wrd 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter ſpeed, 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the baſe 
Shall be th' legitimate—4 grow, I proſper; 


Nov, 


| 
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Now, gods, Hand up for baitards! 


To hum enter Glaceſter. 
Glas. Edmund, how now ? what paper were you 
reading ? 

Edm. Nothing, my lord. [ putting up the Atter. 

Gila. No? what needed then that terrible dif- 
patch of it into your pocket ? ket me ſhe. 

Edam. | befrech you, fir, prrden ney tis n 
Itter from my brother, that I have not alt oem 
read ; and for fo much as | have perus's, | fad « 
not fit for your o'er-leoking. 
Cc. Give me the leer, Sir. 

Edm. | ſhall offend, cither to detain, or give i : 
The contents, as in part | underitand them, are wn 
dlame. 

Glee. Ler's fee, let's fre. 

Edm. | hope, for my brother's jultification, be 
wrote this but as an Hax, or raſte, of my victue. 

Glee. [reads.} ; | 

This policy and reverence of ages makes the 
* world bitter to the beit of our times; keeps our 
< fortunes from ws, till our Gneis cannut refith 
* them. I begin t© fiad the ogpprefbion of aged 
* tyranny; which forays, not a5 it hath power, 
* but as it is fuſſered. Come w mc, that of this 
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« I may fpeak more. If our father would flicep 
« till I wak'd him, you ſhould cnjoy half his w- 
« yvenuc for cver, and live the beloved of your 
« brother, EpDGan.” 
Slecp till I wake him—you ſhould enjoy half his 
revenue—My ſon Edgar! had he a hand to write 
this ? a heart and brain to breed it in ? When came 
this to you ? who brought it ? 

Edm. It was not brought me, my lord; there's 
the cunning of it ; I found it thrown in at the caſe- 
ment of my cloſet. 

Ghc. You know the character to be your 
brother's ? | 

at nant. cured 
ſwear it were his; but, in reſpect of that, I would 
fain think it were not. 

Glec. It is his. 

a So th. tnnk, eee Shae tins 
is not in the contents. 

Glac. Has he never before ſounded you in this 
buſineſs? 

Zam. Never, my lord. But I have beard him 
oft maintain it to be fit, that ſons at perfet age, 
and fathers declining, the father ſhould be as 3 
ward to the ſon, and the ſon manage his revenue. 

Clic. Oh, villain, villain ! his very opinion = 

the 
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the letter. Abhorred villkia | Go, feck e Fu 
apprehend him. Abominable viltun! where > be / 

Edm. | do not well know, my bod. I dare 
pawn down my life for him, chat he hack wrie this 
to feel my affection wo your honour, nd ww no 
other pretence of danger. 

Cc. Think you fo ? | 

Edm. If your honour judge it meet, I will place 
you where you ſhall hear us confer of this, and by 
an auricular aſſurancc have your faris/action : And 
crening- 

Ghlec. He cannot be fuch 2 monſter. 

Edm. Nor is not, fure. 

Gl. To his father, that fo tenderly ant entirely 
loves him— Heaven and carth | Edmund, ek hun 
out; wind me into bim, I pray you; frame the 
buſineſs after your own wiſdom. 1 would waltic- 
myſelf to be in a due refulution. 

Edm. 1 will ſeek him, Sir, preſently; convey 
the buſineſs as 1 ſhall find means, ad 4c quiiar you 
withal. 

Cc. Theſe late eclipfes in the fun and moon 
portend no good to us; tho the wildom of nature 
can rcafon it thus and thus, yet nature ünds . 
fcourg'sd by the frequent effects. Love covis, 
[xml p 
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friendſhip falls of, brothers divide. In ciues, 
mutinics z in countries, diſcord ; in palaces, treaſon; 
and the bond crack d *twixt ſon and father. We 
have ſcen the beſt of our time.—Find out this 
villain, Edmund ; and it ſhall loſe thee nothing ; do 
it carefully and the noble and true-hearted Kent 
baniſhed ! his offence, honeſty. hn. 
Manet Edmund. 2 

Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the world, 
that, when we are fick in fortune, (often the ſus- 
ſeits of our own bchaviour) we make guilty of ow 
diſaſters, the fun, the moon and ſtars; as if we 
were villains on neceſſity ; fools by heavenly com- 
pulſion ; knaves, thieves, and treacherous, by 
ſpherical predominance; drunkards, hars and adub 
terers, by an enforc'd obedience of planetary inſla- 
ence; and all that we are evil in, by a divize 
thruſting on. An admirable evaſion of whore» 
maſter man, to lay his goatiſh diſpoſition on the 
charge of 2 ſtar! I ſhould have been what I am, 
had the maidenlieſt ſtar in the firmament twinkled 


on my baſtardizing. 
To him enter Edger. 


Pat !—he comes, like the cataſtrophe of the old 
comedy ; 
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comedy 3 my Cue is villainous mclaacholy, wich + 
6gh likc Tom Bedlam—O, theſe ccliples portcud 
theſe divifons ! 
Edger. How now, brother Edmund ? what &©- 
nous contemplation are youu in? 

Edm. 1 am thinking, brother, of » prediction 1 
read this other day, what Gould follow theſe 
ecliplcs. 

Edger. Do you buſy yourſelf with that? 

Edm. | promiſe you, the cies be writes of 
ſucceed unhappily. When faw you my father kat / 

Edger. The night gone by. 

EA. Spake you with hun 7 

Edger. Ay, two hours together. 

Edn. Pancd you in good terms 7 found you nw 
diſpicaſure in ham, by word or countcnance / 

Edger. None at all 

Edm. Bethink yourſelf, whercin wo have of 
ſended him : and, at my cntreaty, twobear his prom 
of his diſpleaſure ; which at this inftinc © ragerh 
in bim, that with the miſchief of your perfor it 
would ſcarcely allay. 

Eiger. Some villain bath done me wrong. 

Edm. That's my fear; IT pray you, more with 
ne to my lodging, from whence I will fly bang 
you 
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you to hear my lord ſpeak : pray you, go; if you 
do ftir abroad, go armed. 

Edgar. Armed, brother! 

Edm. Brother, 1 adviſe you to the beſt; Iam 
no honeſt man, if there be any good meaning t- 
heard, but faintly ; nothing like the image and hor- 
ror of it ; pray you, away ! 

Edger. Shall I hear from you anon ? 

Edm, 1 do ſerve you in this buſineſs : 

[Exit Edger. 
A credulous father, and a brother noble, 
Whoſe nature is ſo ſar from doing harms, 
That he ſuſpects none ; on whoſe fooliſh honeſty 
My practices ride caſy ! I ſee the buſineſs. 
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit! 
All with me's meet, that I can faſhion fit. [L 


Scene, the Duke of Albany's Palace, 


Enter Gonerill and Steward. 
Gon. My father ſtrike my gentleman ? 
Stew. Ay, madam. 
Gon, By day and night, he wrongs me ; Fil not 
endure it: 
His knights grow riotous, and himſelſ ppbraids us 
On 
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— ck. 
— of it Fun. 
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You ſhall do — — 
— 7 makin. 
— fcilows : Fe have it come w quetton. 
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i mine, 
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Very well, madam. __ 
4 let his Laighes _ 
— — no matter Au, 
you : 
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by Enter Kent Ag 
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If thou canſt ſerve where thou doſt ſtand condems d. 
80 may it come, thy maſter, whom thou l, 
Shall find thee full of labours. 


Enter Lear, Knights and attendants. 


Lear. Let me not ſtay a jot for dinner; go, get 
it ready : how now, what art thou? [To A. 

Kent. A man, Sir. | 

Lear. What doſt thou profeſs ? what would 
thou with us ? 

Kent. 1 do profeſs to be no leſs than I ſeem; wo 
ſerve him truly, that will put me in truſt ; to low 
him that is honeſt; to converſe with him that u 
wiſe, and ſays little; to fight when I cannot chuſe, 
and to cat no fiſh. 

Lear. What art thou ? 

Kent. A very honeſt-hearted fellow, and as poor 
as the king- 

Lear. If thou beſt as poor for a ſubjeQ, as be 
is for a king, thou art poor enough. What would 
thou ? 

Kent. Service. 

Lear. Whom would thou ſerve ? 

Kent. You. 

Lear. Doſt thou know me, fellow ? 

Kent. No, Sir ; but you have that in your coun 
tenance, which I would fain call maſter. 


Lee. 
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Lr. What's that ? 
Kent. Authority. 
Lear. What ſervices cant thou do ? 

Kent, 1 can keep hone counſels, ride, run, 
marr 2 cunous tale in tclkag it, and deizver 2 plain 
mciage bluntly : that which oedinary men zoe 
for, I am qualified in, and the beſt of ane: is 


dihgence. 
Lear. How old art thou ? 


Keene. Not © young, Sir, t© hve 2 woman for 
fnging ; nor fo old, to doat on ber for any thing. 
I hare years on my back forry-<e:ghe. 
Lear. Follow me, thou ak ferve me. 


Enter Steward. 


You, you, firrah, where's my daughter ? 

Stew. So plicaſe your — [ Exe. 
Lear. What fays the fellow there * call the chute 
pole back. 
422 
Lear, Why came not the fave back w me when 
| called him? 

Knight. Sir, be anfwcred me in the rovwneet 
manner, be would not. 

Lear. He would nor? 


K 
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Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is; 
but, to my judgment, your highneſs is not enter- 
tain'd with that ceremonious affelion as you were 
wont. 

Lear. Ha! ſayſt thou ſo? 

Knight. I beſeech you pardon me, my lord, if I 
be miſtaken ; for my duty cannot be filent, when 
I think your highneſs is wrong d. 

Lear. Thou but remember't me of my own 
conception. I have perceiv'd a moſt faint negleQt 
of late; I will look further into't. Go you and 
tell my daughter I would ſpeak with her. 

Oh, you, Sir, come you hither, Sirz who am I, Sir? 

Stew. My lady's father. 

Laar. My lady's father ? my lord's knave ! 

Stew. I am none of theſe, my lord; I beſcech 
your pardon. 

Leer. Do you bandy looks with me, raſcal? 

[Striking bin. 

Stew. Vil not be ſtruck, my lord 

Kent. Nor tripp'd neither, you baſe foot-ball 
player. [Tripping up bis beak. 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow. Thou fervt me, 
and FI! love thee, | 


Km. 
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Kent. Come, Sir, arise, away! 
© Pugbes the Show? 4 rat. 


T. them, enter Ganerul. 

Lear. How now, daughter ? what makes thas 
iroatlet on? you are too much of late im frown. 
Gan. Your infolcat retinue, Sir, 
La rank and uot-w-be-endured 0G. 
| chought by making this well Laown vaio you, 
T bave found a fafe redreſs; but now grow feactu! 
That you protect this courte, aud put is on 
By your allowance ; if you fhould, the fault 
Would not 'ſcape cenſure, nor the redredies lech. 

Lear. Are you our daughter ? 

Gin. | would, you would make ule of your goo 

wiſdom, 

Whereof I know you are fraught, and put away 
Thekc diſpolitions, which of late tranſport you 
From what you rightly ace. 

Laer. Does any here know me? this is not Lear: 
Docs Lear walk thus ? ſpeak thus ? where are his 


eyes? | 


Either his notion weakens, his diſcernings 
Arc lcthargied—Ha ! waking ?—'tis act @; 
Who is it that can tell me who 1 am ? 

* 
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Tour name, fair gentlewoman ? 
Gon. This admiration, Sir, is much o'th' favour 
Of other your new humours. I beſeech you 
To uaderitand my purpoſes aright. 
42, hefiitootd. 
Here do you keep 2n hundred knights and ſquircs, 
Men fo diſorder'd, ſo debauch'd and bold, 
Shews like a riotous inn. Be then defir'd 
By her, that elſe will take the thing ſhe begs, 
Of fifty to diſquantity your train 
And the remainders, 
To be ſuch men as may beſort your age, 
And know themſelves and you. 
Lear. Darkneſs and devils ! a 
Saddle my horſes, call my train together. 
Degen rate viper! Tl not trouble thee ; 
Yet have left a daughter. 
Gon. You ſtrike my people, and your diforder' 
rabble 
Make ſervants of their bettcrs. 


To them, Enter Albany, 
Lear. Woe | that too late repents—Oh, Sir, 
are you come ? 
Is it your will? fpeak, Sir. Prepare my horſes. 
[To 46. 
In- 


Lerne 


Ingraticude ! thou marble-hæaried den-. 
Mourc hideous when thou ſhew' thee in a child, 
Than the ſe-monſter. 

45. Pray, Sir, be patient. 

Lear. Deteſted kite! thou lick. [Ts Gan. 
My train are men of choice and racceit parts, 

That all particulars of duty know. 

Ob, moſt ſmall (Lak! 

How ugly ddt thou in Cordelia fhew ! 

Which, lake an enginc, wrenche my frame of nature 

From 1 2 place z drew from my „ 

And added ts the gall. Oh, Lear, Lear, Lane? 

Beat at this gaze that tee why Gally in, 
(rant #65 boat. 

And thy dear judgment out.— Co, go, . peogic. 

Ab. Now, gods that we ee, wherzod comes 

this ? 

Gan. Never aflift yourſelf ts know of it; 

Ter let his diſposton have that fruge 

That dotage gives it. 

Lear, What, fifty of my followers at a clap ? 

Mb. What's the mater, Sir ? 

Lear. | tell thee—life and death | | am han d 
That thou haſt power to hake my munhoud Bus ; 
[Ts Gan 
That theſe hot tears, which break from me Nga, 

K 2 Should 
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22 
upon thee |! 

Th'untented woundings of a father's curſe 
Pierce every ſenſe about thee ! old fond eyes, 
Beweep this cauſe again, I'll pluck ye out, 
And caſt you, with the waters that you loſe, 
To temper clay. No, gorgon, thou ſhalt find, 
That I'll reſume the ſhape, which thou doſt think 
I have caſt off for ever. 

Alb. My lord, Pm guiltleſs, as Fm ignorant, 
Of what hath mov'd you. 

Lear. It may be fo, my lord 
Hear, nature, hear ; dear goddeſs, hear a father! 
If thou didſt intend 
To make this creature fruitful, change thy purpoſe; 
Into her womb convey ſterility, 
Dry up in ber the organs of increaſe, 
And from her derogate body never ſpring 
A babe to honour her ! If ſhe muſt teem, 
Create her child of. ſpleen, that it may live, 
And be a thwart diſnatur'd torment to her; 
Let it ſtamp wrinkles in her brow of youth, 
With cadent tears fret channels in her checks; 
Turn all her mother's pains and benefits 
To laughter and contempt ; that ſhe may feel, 
How ſharper than a ſerpent's tooth it is, 
Tohaveathankleis child - Go, go, my people. 

ACT 
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in the caſtle belangrng to_ibe 
SCENE, 9 


Enter Eamund. 
duke be here tonight the better beſt ' 
This weaves itſelf perforce into my bus neia, 
Which I muſt a: briefncſs and formune, work * 
Brother, a word ; deſcend; brocher, I 


Ts him, enter Edgar. 

My father watches; ob, Sir, dude 
Intelligence is giv'n where you arc hid; : 
You've now the good advantage of the nig 
Have you not ſpoken 'gainſt the duke of Cornwall? 
He's coming hither now i th night, 7k hate, 
And Regan with him; have you nothing fad 
Upon his party gainſt the duke of Albany ? 
Adviſe yourſeif. 

Edger. Fm fare on't, not 2 word. 

Edam. I hear my father coming. — 

K 3 . 
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To tarry here. Fly, brother ! hence ! away. 
[Ext Eager. 
Glo'ſter approaches. Now for a feigned ſcuffle ! 
— Yield ! come before my father! lights, here, 
lights ! 
Some blood drawn on me, would beget opinion 
[10 cands bis arm. 
Of my more fieree encounter. I've ſeen drunkars 
Do more than this in ſport. Father! father! 


Stop, ſtop, no help ?— 


Te bim, enter Glocefler and ſervants with ter cle. 
Che. Now, Edmund, where's the villain ? 
Edm. Here ſtood he in the dark, his ſharp ſword 
ns 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conj'ring the moon 
To ſtand's auſpicious miſtreſs. | 
Glac. But where is he ? 
Edm. Look, Sir, I bleed, 
Cle. Where is the villain, Edmund? 
Edm. Ficd this way, Sir, when by no means bc 
could—— 
Glec. Purſuc him, ho! go after. By no means, 
what ? | 
Zam. Perſuade me to the murder of your lorc- 


| tips 


But 


eee ere 


But that I told him, the revenging gods 
'Gainſt parr:cides did all their thunder bend, 
Spoke with how maniiold and ſtrong 2 bond 
The child was bound to th father —Sir, in ne, 
Seeing how lothiy = e | Rood 
To his unnat'ral purpol-, © 1 motion 
With his prepared ſword he © irs home 
My unprovided body, hnc'd ay ima 
Till at length gafted by the nciſe I made, 
Full ſuddenly he fied. 

Glee. Let him iy far; 
Not in this land thall he remain uaczaght. 
The noble duke, 
My worthy and arch patron, comes to-night ; 
By his authority | will prockims it, 
Tha: be, which finds him, hall deferve our thanks; 
He that conceals bim, death. 

En. When 1 difuailed him from his incac, 
Aud threaten d to difcorer han ; be replicd, 
Thou unpofleſhng bailard ' doit thou think, 

If I would Rand againſt tber, the repolal 

Of any truſt, virtue, or worth in thee 

Would make thy words faith'd ? no; Fd wn it all 
To thy ſuggeſtion, plot, and amed geatizce. 
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All ports I'll bar; the villain ſhall not "ſcape; 
1 will ſend far and ncar, that all the kingdom 


May have due note of him; and of my land, 
means 


(Loyal and natural boy !) I'll work the 
To make thee capable. (E 


Scene, the outfide of the car! of Glecefter's cg 


Enter Kent, and Steward, ſeverally. 


Stew. Good evening to thee, friend; art of this 
houſe ? , 

Kent. Ay. 

Stew. Where may we ſet our horſes ? 

Kent. Tth' mire. 

Stew. Prithee, if thou low ſt me, tell me. 

Lem. I love thee not. 

Stew. Why then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If 1 had thee in Lipibury pinfold, I would 
make thee care for me. 

Stew. Why doſt thou uſe me thus? I know thee 
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knve; 2 lilly-liver'd, action-taling knave; x whor- 
one that wouldt be 2 bawd in way of good fervice; 
and art nothing but the compobition of knave, bey- 
gar, cowand, pander z one whom I will hear inc 
clamorous whining, if thou denict the leaſt (yl 
lble of thy addition. | 

Stew. Why, what a monſtrous fellow t thou, 
thus to raul on one, that is neither known of thee 
nor knows thee ! 

Kent. What a brazen-fac'd vaciet art thou, thus 
0 deny thou know't me ? Is it two days ago, fince 
| :ript up thy heels, and beat thee before the king ? 
Draw, you rogue ; for though it be night, yet the 
moon thines; Fl make 2 fop oth" moonfhine of 
you; you whorſon, cullionly, barber-monger, dran. 

[ Drewing 5: /word. 
Stew, Away, I have nothing to do with thee. 
Kent. Draw, you raſcal z you come with letters 
agunit the king; and take vanity, the pupper”s 
part, againſt the royalty of her father; draw, you 
rogue, or I'll fo carbonado your fhanks—4rrw, vou 
nical, come your ways. 

Stew. Help, bo! murder! help? 

Lu. Strike, you flave ; and, rogue, #:nd, vow 
2a fave, ſtrike. { Beatiog bem. 
Jews. 
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Stew. Help bo! murder! murder !—{ Excane. 


Flauriſh. Enter Cornwall and Regan, attended; 


mecting Glecefter and Edmund. 

Clic. You graces are right welcome. 

Cornw. How now, my noble friend? fince | 
came hither, 

Which I can call but now, I have heard trange news. 
Regan. If it be true, all rengeance comes tos 

ſhort, 

Which can purſue th' offender: How does my lord? 
Glac. Oh, madam, my old heart is crack d, "tis 

crack d. 
Regan. M hat, did my father's godſon ſeck your 
life ? 

He whom my father nam'd ? your Edgar ? 
Glec. Oh, lady, lady, ſhame would have it hid. 
Regan. Was he not companion with the riotous 

knights 

That tend upon my father ? 

Glee, 1 know not, madam : "Tis too bad, too bad. 
Edm. Yes, madam, he was of that conſort. 
Regan. No marvel then, th he were ill affected; 

'Tis they have put him on the old man's death, 

To have th' expence and waſte of his revenucs. 

I have this preſent evening from my ſiſter 


Been 
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That if they come to ſojourn at my houſe, 

Tu not be there. | 

C:ruw. Nor |, affure thee, Regan. 

Edmund, 1 hear, that you have ſhewn your farhe: 
A chud-like otlice. 

Zim. "Iwas my duty, Sir. 

Ghe. He did reveal has practice, and receiv" 
This hurt you fee, 4:iving to apprehend him. 
Carew. Is be purty'd ? 

Gi. Ay, my good lood. 

Coraw. buf be be taken, be Gall acver mann 


Be rd of doing harm. As for you, Edmund, 
V hoc virtuc and obedience doth us inftiac 

$» much commend itfcit, you thall be ours : 
Natures of fuch deep trait we tall much ed. 
E. I hall ferve you, Sir, truly, however clic. 
Gas. I thank your grace. 

R:7an. Our father be bach writ, fo hack our Gitus, 
Of di rences, which | beſt thought it fic * 

To anfwer from our home : The en tal metfrngers 
From hence attend ditparch. Our good old rium 
Lay comforts to your buloamn; and beitow 

Your necedful counic! to our Oulluciies, 

Which crave the inſtant uic. 
Cc. 1 ſerve you, madan. 


— 
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Enter Steward and Kent, with ſwords draws. 

Glee, Weapons ? arms ? what's the matter here? 

Cernu. Keep peace, upon your lives z he dies, 
that ſtrikes again ; what's the matter? 

r 

Cornw. What is your difference ? ſpeak. 

Stew. 1 am fcarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have fo beſtirr'd yow 
valour; you cowardly raſcal ! nature diſclaims all 
ſhare in thee : A tailor made thee. 

Cornw. Thou art a ſtrange fellow ; 2 tailor make 
a man? 

Kent. Ay,a tailor, Sir; a ſtone-cutter, or a painter 
could not have made him fo ill, though they had 
been but two hours o' th trade. 

Cornu. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew. This antient ruſſian, Sir, whoſe life I have 
ſpar'd at ſuit of his grey beard 

Kent. Thou whorſon zed! thou unneceffary 
letter! my lord, if you will give me leave, I will 
tread this unbolted villain into mortar, and daub 
the wall of a jakes with him. Spare my grey beard? 
you t 

Cern. Peace, firrah ! know you no reverence? 


Kent, Yes, Sir, but anger bath a privilege- 
Cores. 
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Carew. Why art thou angry ? 
Kent. That fuck 2 fave as this Ghoul} wear n 
ſword, | 
Who wears no honeſt y: Such ſmiling roguesas thee, 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in tn 
Too intricate to unioote ; ſooch every paſhon, 
That in the nature of their lords rebels; 
Bring oil to fre, (now to their colder moods ; 
Forſwear, afhrm, and turn their halcyon breaks 
With ev'ry gale and vary of their maſters; 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but tullowug. 
A plague upon your cpilepuck vitage | 
Smile you my ſpeeches, as 1 were 2 fool ? 
Goole, if 1 had you upon Sarum plain, 
Ta crive ye cackling home to Cameloc. 
Cornaeww. What, art thou mad, old fellow 7 
Ghe. How fell you out ? fay that. 
Than I and fuch a knave. 


Cornw. Why doſt thou call him knave 7 what is 
his fault ? | 
Kone. His countenance likes me not. 
Cru. No more, perchance, docs ne, ave bids 
nor hers. 
Ken. Sir, "tis my occupation © be plain ; 
be ſeen bettet faces wu my ume, 


Than 
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Than ſtand on any ſhoulders that I ſee 
Befofe me at this inſtant. 

Cornw. This is ſome fcllow, 

Who having been prais'd for bluntneſs, doth affeft 
A ſaucy roughneſs; and conſtrains the garb, | 
Quite from his nature. He can't flatter, be.. 
An honeſt mind and plain, he muſt fpeak truth; 
An they will take it, ſo; if not, he's plain. 
"Theſe kind of knaves I know, which in this plainnes 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupt deſign, 
Than twenty filly ducking minions, 

Kent. Sir, in good faith, in Encere verity, 
Under th' allowance of your grand aſpect, 
Whoſe influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Phcebus' front—— 

Cormw. What mean'ſt by this? 

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you A. 
commend fo much: I know, Sir, I am no flatterer; 
he, that beguil'd you in 2 plain accent, was a plain 
knave ; which for my part I will not be, though 1 
ſhould win your difpicaſure to intreat me to't. 

Cie. What was th' offence you gave him? 

Stew. I never gave him any: 

It plcas'd the king his maſter very lately 
To itrike at me upon his miſconfirution ; 
When 
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When be, conjunct, and flatt ring his difpicafure, 
Tript me behind; being down, infulted, d, 
And put upon him fuch 2 deal of man, 
That be got praifes of the king, 
Four ham attempting who was Cebu; 
And in the fethment of this dread explont, 
Kent. None of theſe rogues and cowmnrnds, 
Bu: *1ax is their fool. 
Cree. Fetch forth the tacks ! 
You Rubborn ancrent knave, you rev'rend braggaer, 
Vol teach your 
Kent. Sir, 1 am too old © kan: 
Call not your Rocks for me; | ſerve the king; 
On whoſe employment | was fent to you. 
You ſhall do fmail reſpect, he too bol malice 
Azaint the grace and perſon of my maiter, 
Coanw. Fetch forth the Rocks; 
As | have life and honour, there all he ft will noon. 
Regan. "Till noon ! "till night, my lord, and all 
night too. 
Kent. Why, madam, if 1 were your father's dog, 
You could not uſe me fo. 
Regan. Sir, being his knave, I will. 
| | Stocks enger Ine, 


Cru. 
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Cormw. This is a fellow of the ſclf-ſame nature 
Our fiſter ſpeaks of. Come, bring away the ſtocks. 
Glec. Let me beſcech your grace not todo fo; 
His fault is much, and the good king his maſter 
Will check him for it ; but muſt take it ill 
To be thus lighted in his meſſenger. 

Cormw. I'll anſwer that. 

Regan. My fiſter may receive it worſe, 
To have her gentleman abus'd, aſſaulted- 

[Kent is put in the flecks. 
Come, my lord, away. [Exeunt Regan and Cores. 


Glec. I'm ſorry for thee, friend ; dis the duke's 
pleaſure, 


Whoſe diſpoſition, all the world well knows, 
Will not be check d nor ſtop'd. Til intreat for thee. 
Kent. Pray, do not, Sir; F're watch'd and wa- 
vell'd hard; RS 
Some time I ſhall fleep out, the reſt I'll whiſtle: 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels; 
Give you good morrow. 
Glee. The duke's to blame in this, twill be 1 
taken. . 
Kent. Approach, thou beacon to this under- 
globe, [Looking wp to the moon. 
That by thy comfortable beams I may | 
Peruſe this letter, I know, 'tis from Cordelia; 
VW ihe 
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Who hath moſt fortunatcly been ntorm 4 

Of my obſcure courſe. All weary and o'er-warch'd, 

Take vantage, heavy ce, not tw behokd 

This ſhameful lodging. 

Fortune, _— night | ſmile once more, mm thy 
| G 


Scene changes to @ part of @ beath. 


Enter Edgar. 
Edgar. Toe heard myſcif proclaim' d; 

And, by the happy hollow of a wee, 
Eſcap'd the bunt. No port is free, no place, 
That guard and moſt unuſual vigilance 

Does not attend my taking. » Whiles I may tape, 
| will preſerve myſcif: And am berhought 
To take the baſeſt and the pooreſt ſhape, 
That ever penury in contempt of man 
Brought near to beaſt : My face I will befmecar, 
Blanket my loins ; clf all my hair in know; 
Aud out-face 
The winds, and perſccutions of the f&y. 

The country gives me proot and precedent 

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 
Scrike in their numb d and mort: fc bare 2rms 
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And thus from ſheep-cotes, villages, and mills, 
Enforce their charity; poor Turlygood! poor Tom! 
That's ſomething yet: Edgar, I nothing am. [ Exit. 


Scene changes again, to the earl of Glacefler”s caſtle. = 
Kent inthe flecks. Enter Lear and attendants. 


Leer. 'Tis ſtrange, that they ſhould fo depart 
from home, | 
And not ſend back my meſſenger. 
Kent. Hail to thee, noble maſter ! 
Lear. Ha! mak'ſt thou thy ſhame thy paſtime? 
Kent. No, my lord. 
Lear. What's he, that hath ſo much thy place 
miſtook, 
To ſet thee here? 
Kent. It is both he and ſhe, 
Your ſon and daughter. 
Lear. No. 
Kent. Yes. 
Lear. No, I ſay. 
Kent. 1 fay, yea- 
Lear. By Jupiter, I ſwear, no. 
Kent. By Juno, I fwear, ay. 
Lear. They durſt not do't. 
They could not, would not do't z tis worſe thas 
murder, To 
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To do upon reſpect ſuch violent outrage : 
Reſolve me with all modeſt haſte, which way 
Thou might' deſerve, or they unpoſc, the wage, 
Coming from us. 
Kat. My lord, while at their home 
hd commend your highacfs' letters to them, 
Came a recking poſt, 
Secw'd in his haſte, half breachleGs, pannag forth 
From Gonerill his miſtreſs, falutanion ; 
Debver'd letters, ſpite of intermathon, 
Which preſently they read : On whoſe contents 
They ſummom d up their train, and Rraight wok 
horſe, 
Commanding me to follow and attend 
The kcifure of their anfwer ; gave me cold look:: 
And meeting here the other mefſenger, 
Whoſe welcome, I percei d, had poifon'd mine; 
(Being the very fellow, which of late 
Diſplay'd fo faucily againſt your highnefs) 
Having more man than wit about me, 1 drew; 
He rais'd the houſe with loud and coward cnes: 
Your fon and daughter found this trefpats worth 
The ſhame which here it ſuffers. 
Lear. Oh, how this mother fwells up tow'rd my 
heart ! | 
Down, down, thou climbing forrow ! 
L z Thy 
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Thy element's below. Where is this daughter ? 
Kent. With the earl, Sir, here within. 


Dae Glocefter. 
Lear. Now, Gloſter ?—{Glec. whiſpers Laar. 
Ha! how's this ? 
Deny to ſpeak with me ? they're fick, they're weary, 
They have travell'd all the night ? Mere fetches, 
The images of revolt and flying off. 
Bring me a better anſwer ! 
Glec. My dear lord, 
You know the fiery quality of the duke 
Lear. Vengeance ! plague ! death! conſuſion 
Fiery? what quality ? why, Gloceſter, Gloceſter, 
I'd ſpeak with the duke of Cornwall, and his wiſe. 
Glac. Well, my good lord, I haveinform'd them fo. 
Lear. Inform'd them? doſt thou underſtand me, 
man ? 
Glec. Ay, my good lord. 
Lear. The king would ſpeak with Cornwall; 
the dear father 
Would with his daughter ſpeak ; commands her 
| ſervice : 
Are they inform'd of this?———My breath and 
bloodſl—— 
Fiery? the fiery duke ? tell the bot duke, chat 
No, 
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No, but not petz may be, he is not well; 
Inficmity doth ill neglect all office, 


Whereto our health is bound. I will forbear, 

Nor talk the indiſpos d and fGckly fir 

As the found man. —Death on my arc | but 
wheretore 


Should he fit here ? This ac perſuades me, 
That this remotion of the duke and her 

k practice only. Give me my fervant forth ; 
Go, tell the duke and's wife, Fd ſpeak with them: | 
Now, preſently, — bid them come forth and hear me, | 
Or at their chamber-door Fil beat the drum, 

Till it cry, fleep to death — Oh ! arc you come ? 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, and ſervants. 

Crew. Hail to your grace 
[ Kene 14 fot at liberty. 

Lear. Good morrow boch 

Oh me, my heart! my wing heart | but down ! 
Regan. | am glad to fee your highnefs. 
Lear. Regan, I think you arc; 1 know what 

cauſe = 

| have to think fo ; if thou wert not glad, 

| would divorce me from thy mother's tomb, 

Sepulchring an adulreſs. Beloved Regan, 

1b; Gſter's naught: Oh, Regan, fe back wed 
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Sharp-tooth'd unkindneſs, like a vulture here 
I can ſcarce ſpeak to thee ; thou'lt not believe, 
With how deprav'd a quality—ohb, Regan 
W A I hare 
You leſs know how to value her deſert, 
Than ſhe to ſcant her duty. 
Lear. Say ? how is that? 
Regen. I cannot think, my fiſter in the leaſt 
Would fail her obligation. If, perchance, 
She have reſtrain d the riots of your followers ; 
'Tis on ſuch ground, and to ſuch wholeſome end, 
As clears her from all blame. 
Lear. My curſes on her 
Regan. Oh, Sir, you are old ! you ſhould be ruP'd 
and led 
By ſome diſcretion ! therefore, I pray you, 
That to our ſiſter you do make return 
Say, you have wrong d ber, Sir. 
Lear. Aſk her forgiveneſs ? 
Do you but mark, how this becometh us? 
« Dear daughter, I confeſs that I am old ; 
Age is unneceſſary: on my knees I beg, 
That you'll vouchſaſe me raiment, bed, and food.” 
Regan. Good Sir, no more theſe are unſightly 
 bumours. 


Return 
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Return you to my öfter. 
Lear. Never, Regan : 
She bath abated me of half my ran; 
Look'd blank upon me ; truck me with ber tongue 
Mod ſerpent-like, upon the very heart. 
All the flor d vengeances of Heaven fall 
On her ungrateful top! 
Kr Oh, the bleſt goes! 
So will you with on me, when the raſh mood won. 
Lear. No, Regan, thou halt never have my 
curſe : 
Thy tender-hefted nature hall not give 
Thee o'er to harthnefs. "Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleaſures, to cut of my wain, 
To bandy haſty words. Thou better know't 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood, 
Effects of courteſy, dues of gratitude : 
Thy half o'th' kingdom thou baſt not forgot, 
Wherein I thee cndow'd. 
Regen. Good Sir, to ch purpoſe. [Trumpet within. 
Lew. Who put my man Ni Backs ? 


Enter Steward. 
Cornw. What trumpet's chat? 
Regan. 1 know't, my fſter's : this approves her 


letter, 
| L 4 Thar 
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That ſhe would ſoon be here. Is your lady come ? 


Thou didſt not know on't.—-Who comes here? 

Oh, Heav'ns, 

If you do love old men, if your ſweet ſway 

Hallow obedience, if yourſclves are old, 

Make it your cauſe; ſend down and take my part 

Art not aſham'd to look upon this beard ? . 

Oh, Regan, will you take her by the hand? 
Gen, Why not by th'hand, Sir? how have 1 

offended ? 

All's not offence, that indiſcretion finds, 

And dotage terms ſo. 

Lear. Oh, fides, you are too tough ! 

Will you yet hold Ho came my mani'th*ftocks? 

Cormy. I ſei him there, Sir but his own diſorder: 
Deſerr'd much lefs advancement. 

Leer. You? did you? 

Regan. I pray you, father, being weak, ſcem fo. 
If, till the expiration of your month, 
Y ou will return and ſojourn with my fiſter, 

Diimiſſin: 
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Dilmiſkng bali your tran, come then to me | 
I'm now from home, and out of that provitea 
Which ſhall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear. Return to ber? and fifty men difmile'4? 
No; rather I abjure all roofs, and chu 
To be 2 comrade with the wolf and owl, 

Than have my ſmalleſt wants fupphed by her. 

Gen. At your choice, Sir. | 

Lay. | pr ythee, daughter, do not make me mal! 
| will not trouble thee, ay child. Farewell? 
We'll no more meet, no more e one another. 
Let ſhame come when it will, I do not call 5 
} do not bid the thumder-bexrer hoot, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-udgrng Jore. 

Mcnd when thou canſt; be better, act thy Kuss 
| can be patient, I can ay with Regan ; 
I, and my hundred knights. 
Res. Not altogether fo: 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcume. 

Lear. Is this well fpoken ? 

Nes. | dareavouch it, Sir © what, Efiyfolluwcrs) 
Len not well? What hould you acct of more? 
Yez, or fo many? fGince both charge and danger 
Speak 'gainſt fo great a number : how in. one houſe 
Huld many people under to commands 
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Hold amity ? "Tis hard, almoſt impoſſible. 

Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive 

_ attendance 
From thoſe that ſhe calls ſervants, or from mine ? 
. Regan. Why not, my lord? if then they chanc'd 
to flack ye, 

We could controul them. If you'll come to me, 
(For now I ſpy a danger) I entreat you 
To bring but aive-and-twenty; to no more 
Will I give place or notice. 

Lear. I gave you all! 

Regan. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Oh, let me not be mad, not mad, fweet 
Heav'n ! 
Keep me in temper ! I would not be mad 
Gon. Hear me, my lord; 
What need you five-and-twenty, ten, or five, 
To Glow ins hook, whes cots Danny 
Have a command to tend you ? 

Regan. What needs one ? 

Lear. Oh, reaſon not the need: our baſeſt beggars 
Are in the pooreſt things ſuperfluous ; 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life is cheap as beaſts. But for true nced, 
You Heav'ns, give me that patience which I need! 
You ſce me here, you gods, a poor old man, 


As 
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As full of grief as years; wretched in both ; 

If it be you that ftir theſe daughters hearts 
Agaiaſt their father, fool me nor fo much 

To bear it tamely ; touch me with aobic anger ; 
Oh, let not womens weapons, water-drops, 
Stain my man's checks | No, you ennat'rai hags, 
| will have ſuch revenges on you boch, 

That all the world ſhall—l will 40 fuch rhings— 
What they are, yet I know not ; but they hail be 
The terrors of the carth ! you think, Fl weep; 
No, I'll not weep. Þ have full cauſe of weeping: 
This heart ſhall break into 2 choufand faws, 

Pr cre I weep. Oh, gods, | thall go mad | | Exouns. 


„ III. 


Scanr, 3% d. 
Enter Lear and Kon. 

Lear. 
ne winds, 2 your cheeks; rage, 


1 
'Till you have drench d our ficepics, drown'd the 
cocks ! 


Yau 
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You ſulph'rous aud thought-cxecuting fires, 
V aunt-couriers of oak-cleaving thunder-boks, 
Singe my white head! And thou, allb-fhaking 
thunder, 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o'th* world ; 
Crack nature's mould, all germins fpill at once 
That make ungrateful man 
Kent. Not all my beſt entreaties can perſuade him 
This poor flight cov'ring on his aged head, 
Expos'd to this wild war of earth and Heav'n. 
[Tian 
Lear. Rumble thy belly full, ſpit fire, ſpout rain; 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters: 
I tax not you, you clements, with unkindneſs ; 
I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children ; 
You owe me no ſubſcription. "Then let fall 
Your horrible pleaſure here I ſtand your flave; 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd old man 
But yet I call you ſervile miniſters, 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high-engender'd battles, gainſt à head 
So old and white as this. Oh! oh ! tis foul. 
Kent. Hard by, Sir, is a hovel that will lend 
Some ſhelter from this tempeſt, 
Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience: 
I will ſay nothing. 8 
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Kent. Alas, Sic! things that 
ove ange, 
Love not ſuch nights 25 theſe : the wrackful tins 
_ the very wan rers of the dark, 
CC — 
any Peng acc mm 
groans of roanang wind aud rain, | acver 
_—_— to have beard. 
. Let the great gods, 
That keep this dreadful pother o'er our hows, 
Find out their enemics now | Trembie, thou wicoch, 
— 9 and thou Gmular of rinuc, 
— cain#, Make t pions, 
under covert amd convenient fermung, 
— — = RE 
your concealing Contiacnts, 4c 4k 
— 244" cx Og 
— again, thin Lanny. 
. Good Sir, te the hovet*? 
Lear, My wits begin to wwe, 
— How doit, my boy ? at cobd? 
— Where is the Rraw, my fellaw 7 
——ñ—ü—Aä᷑— 
borel ! mw" 
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Alack ! poor knave, I've one part in my heart, 


natural dealing ; when I defired their leave that 1 
might pity him, they took from me the uſe of mine 
own bouſe ; charg'd me on pain of perpetual dif- 
pleaſure, neither to ſpeak of him, entreat for him, 

or any way ſuſtain him. 

Edm. Moſt ſavage and unnatural ! 

Glec. Go to; ſay you nothing. There is divifoea 
between the dukes, and a worſe matter than that : 
I have receiv'd a letter this night, tis dangerous to 
be ſpoken ! (I have lock d the letter in my claſet: 
theſe injuries, the king now bears, will be revenged 
home; there is part of a power already footed; we 
muſt incline to the king: I will look for him, and 
privily relieve hun; go you, and maintain talk with 
the duke, that my charity be not of him perceir'd. 
If he aſk for me, I am ill, and gone to bed; if 1 
dic for it, as no icfs is threaten'd me, the king my 
old maſter muſt be relieved. There arc firange 
things toward, Edmund; pray you be careful. [ Lait. 
| | Edm. 
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Edm. This county, forbid thee, hail the dune 
latantly know, and of that letter two. 
This fcems a fair deſerving, aad mult draw mc 
That which my father loſes; no ks thas alk 
The younger riſes when the old doch fall. [ Cx. 


Scene changes ts @ part of the heath with 4 bove.. 


Enter Loar and Kane. 


Kone. Here is the place, my lord; good ay locd, 
enter; 
The tyranny ot open night's two rough 
For nature to endure. 
Lear. Let me alone. 
Kone. Good my lord, enter here. 
Lear. Wik break my heart? 
Ken. I'd rather break mine own; good my lood, 
enter. 
tious orm 
lnvades us to the in f u to thee ; 
But where the greater malady is f d. 
The leſſer is ſcarce felr. The tempe in my aiad 
Doth from my ſenſcs take all feeling cite, 
Save what beats there. Filial wgratitude ! 
b it not, as this mouth ſhould war this band 
| Fu 
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For lifting food to't ?—But I'll puniſh home. 
No, I will weep no more—4n ſuch à night, 
To ſhut me out — Pour on, I will endure : 
In ſuch a night as this? Oh, Regan, Gonerill, 
Your old kind father, whoſe frank heart gave all 
Oh, that way madneſs lies ; let me ſhun that; 
No more of that 
Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 
Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyſelf; ſeek thine own caſe; 
This tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more—but I'll go in; 
In, boy, go firſt. You houſcleſs poverty 
Nay, get thee in; Ill pray, and then I'll lee 
Poor naked wretches, whereſoc'er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitileſs form ! 
How ſhall your houſcleſs hcads, and unſed fides, 
Your loop'd and window'd raggedneſs, defend you 
From ſcaſons ſuch as theſe? —Oh, I have tz'en 
Too little care of this! Take phyſick, pomp; 
Expoſe thyſelſ to fecl what wretches feel, 
That thou mayſt ſhake the ſuperſlux to them, 
And ſhew the Heav'us more juſt ! 
Edgar (within), Fathom and half, fathom and 
half ! poor Tom. 
Kent, What art thou, that deft grumble have 
"th' ftraw ? Come forth. 
Enter 
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Enter Edgar, dijgui/ed 14e 3 madmun. 
Edger. Away ! the foul ficad follows me. This” 
the ſharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. Humph, 
29 to thy bed and warm thee. 
Lear. Didſt thou give all to thy daughters? and 
art thou come to this ? 
Edger. Who gives any thing t© poor Tom ? 
whom the foul mend hath ed through fire and 
through flame, through ford and whiripoot, o'er 
bog and quagmire ; that hath laid Lnives aader his 
pillow, and bakers in bis pew; fer rutfbene by his 
porndge, made him proud of heat, w ride on 4 
day trotting horſe, over four-inch'd bridges, w 
courſe his own ſhadow for 2 traitor, —bicks thy 
fre wits ; Tom's a-cold. © do, de, do, dr, dn, tn 
— &rvering.) es thee from whichwinds, tar 
blaſting, and taking ; do poor Tom fone chan, 
whom the foul end vexes. There could I have 
kim now, and there, and here again, and there. 
(67 #4 

Liar. What, have his daughters boss hte dias tw 
this pals ? 
Calas thou fave nothing ? didit thou give en all / 
Now all the plagues, that in the uuns 47 
Hg fatedo'er mens' faults, ght oa thy daughtors 
_ nnn 

t. N. 
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Lear. Death | traitor, nothing could have ſub- 


ducd nature 
To ſuch a lowneſs, but his unkind daughters. 

Edgar. Pillicock ſat on pillicock-hill, alow, alow 
loo, 100 

Lear. Is it the faſhion that diſcarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their fleſh ? 
Judicious puniſhment | 'rwas this both beger 
Thoſe pelican daughters. 

Edgar, Take heed o th' foul fiend ; obey thy 
parents; keep thy word juſtly; ſwear not; commit 
not with man's ſworn ſpouſe ; ſet not thy ſwert 
heart on proud array. Tom's a-cold. 

Lear. What haſt thou been ? 

Edgar. A ſerving-man, proud in heart, that 
curl'd my hair, wore gloves in my cap, ſerv d the luſt 
of my miſtreſs's heart, and did the act of darkack 
with her: ſwore as many oaths as I ſpoke words, 
and broke them in the ſweet face of Heav'n. Fall 
of heart, light of car, bloody of hand, hog in floth, 
fox in ſtcalth, wolf in greedineſs, dog in madneh, 
lion in prey. Let not the creaking of ſhoes, nor 
the ruſtling of ſilk betray thy poor heart to women. 
Keep thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out of 
plackets, thy pen from lender's book, and defy the 
foul kend ! Still through the hawthora blows the 
cold wind. "Storm flall. 

Lear. 
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LE. Thew went better in thy graze, than w 
anſwer with thy uacorer'd body this cxrrenury of 
the Mies Is man no more than this? condider 
him well, Thou ow'ft the worm no fk, the beaſt 
no hide, the theep no woot, the cat aw perfume. 
Aha ! here's rwo of us ave fophilticazcd, Thos wt 
the thang ufeld ; unaccommedated man wn by mule 
but ſuch a poor, bare, forked animal as thew at. 
Of, off, you lendungs ! come, wabunon here. 

[Toarrag ff bus dacehs. 

Let. Defend his wits, good Hearen | 

Lear. Our point 1 bad forgot; what is your name 7 

Edger. Poor Tom, that cats the founming frog, 
the wall-newt and the water-acwt ; that un the fury 
of his heart, when the foul fend rages, cats c. 
dung for fallads, fwallows the old rat, and the 
dach-dog ; that drinks the green mance of the 
iinding pool; that's whipt rom thing to rything . 
that has three ſuits to his hack, ax thirts to his body, 

Horſe to ride, and weapon to Scar; 

But rats and mice, aud fuch fall deer, 

Have been Tom's food for even long year. 
Fraterreto calls me, and tells me, Nerv is an ange- 
in the lake of darkneſs. Pray, innocent, and be- 
ware the foul fiend. 

Lear, Right, ba! ba! was it not pleaſant tw 

X have 
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have a thouſand with red-hot ſpits come hiſhng 


upon them ? 


Edgar. My tears begin to take his part ſo much, 
They mar my counterſciting. [ Lfde. 

Lear. The little dogs and all, Tray, Blanch, and 
Sweet-heart, ſee, they bark at me |! 

Edgar. Tom will throw his head at em: avaunt, 
ye curs. 

Be thy mouth, or black, or white, 

Tooth that poiſons if it bite: 


Tom will make em weep and wall: 

For with throwing thus my head, 

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 

Come, march to wakes and fairs, and market-towns. 
Lear. You, Sir, I entertain you for one of my 

hundred, only I do not like the faſhion of your 

garments; you'll ſay they are Perſian; but no 

matter, let 'em be changed. 


Edger. This is the foul Flibbertigibbet ; be be- 
gins at curfew, and walks till the firſt cock ; he 
gives the web, and the pin; knits the elflock; 
iquints the eye, and makes the hair-lipz milde vs the 

whate 
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white wheat, and hurts the poor creatures of the 

carth. 

Swithin footed thrice the wold *. 

He met the mght-mare and ber winctol!, 
"Twas there be did appoint her; | 

He bid her alight, and her troch plight, 
And aroynt the wach, aroyut ber. 


Enter Glacsjter. 
Liar, What's be ? 
Cl. What, has your grace uo better company / 
Edger. The prince of darknefs is a gentleman; 
Modo he is call'd, aud Ma. 
Glace, Go with me, Sir; bard by I have a trnank 
My duty cannot ſulfer me 
To obey in all your daughters' hard commands, 
Who have cnjoin'd me to make fait my doors, 
And let this tyrannous Bight thc hold upon you. 
Yet have I ventur'd t6 come feck you out, 
Aud bring you where both are and tood ace ready. 
* Swichia ent thaice the Wor >} 1 was paid tn en is 
144 Appeadis is the loft edition of Shale /prare, What ay wading 
«f this pailage was © Swithin from hace he Wonisa,” Lie 
n deca averie io captions YSlaDens 4 ihe i a2 , wad 4 As 
preſence inflaace the rhime, as well: as the ſands, would have in» 
enced me ts abide by &. Woaks was + mars cer of the preds. 
Woiso is a word fill is wit in the Nomrk of Eaghad; Sgactring 
+ kind of Down acar the fn. 4 hae watt ff conntry in ule 
Lid-Riding of York hice is called the Won 2%. 
M 3 Ast. 
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Kent. Good my lord, take this offer. 

Lear. Firſt let me talk with this philoſopher ; 
What is the cauſe of thunder ? 

Clic. Beſcech you, Sir, to go into the houſe. 


Theban. What is your ſtudy ? 

Edgar. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill 
vermin. 

Lear. Let me aſk you a word in private. 

Kent. His wits are quite unſettled ; good Sir, 
let's force him hence. 

Glee. Canſt blame him? his daughters ſeek his 
death; .this bedlam but difturds him the moor. 
Fellow, be gone. 
Edgar. Child Rowland to the dark tower came, 
His word was ftill fic, foh, and fum, 
I ſmell the blood of 2 Britiſh man—— [Exit 

Ghe. Now, prithee, friend, let us take him in 
our arms, and carry him where he ſhall find both 
welcome and proteci ion. Good Sir, along wich us! 

Lear. You ſay right. Let them anatomize Re- 
gan | See what breeds about her heart ! Is there 
any cauſe in nature for theſe hard hearts ? 

' Kent. I do beſcech your grace. 

Lear. Hiſt !\—make no noiſe ! make no noiſe! 


—do, ſo! we'll to ſupper in the morning. [Excunt. 
Scene 


Lear. Ill talk a word with this fame learned 
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Scene changes to Glacefter'i Palace. 


Cu Corewall, Regan, Gmerill, Edmand, and 
Arten 


Corew. I'll have revenge ere I depart this houſe. 
Regan, fee here ! 2 plot upon our tare; 
Tis Gle'ftcr's character ; be has derray's 
His double truſt, of ſubject and of hot. 

Regan. Then double be our vengeance ' 

Za. Oh, that this treafon had not been, or | 
Not the diſcoverer ! 

Carne. Edmund, thou halt find 

A dearer father in our love. Henceforth 
We call thee cart of Glo'fter. 

En. 1 am much bounden tw your grace, and 
will perſevere in my loyalty, the” the conflict be 
ſore between that and my blood. 

C. Our dear fer Gonerill, do you pot 
ſpeedily to my lord your huſband , thew hum this 
letter: The army of France is landed; ek our 
the traitor Glo'ſter. 

Nga. Hang him inftanciy. 
Cen. Pluck out his eyes. 
Cru. Leave him to my diſpleaſure. Edmund, 
keep you our fiſter company; the revenges we 
are bound to take upon your father, are nut fit tor 
M 4 tu, 
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going, to a moſt haſty preparation ; we are bound 
to the like. Our poſts ſhall be ſwift, and intel. 
gent betwixt us. Farewell, dear ſiſter; farewell, 
my lord of Gio'ſter. 
Enter Steward. 
How now ? where's the King ? 
Stew. My lord of Glo'ſter has convey'd him hence. 
Some five or fix-and=thirty of his knights 
To have well-armed friends. 
Cornw. Get horſes for your miſtreſs. 
Gon. Farewell, ſweet lord and fiſter. 
[Exeunt Gon. and Edn, 
Corn. Edmund, farewell. —Go feck the trat 
Glo'ſter ! 
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us: 
Without the form of juſtice z yet our pow'r 
Shall do a court'fy to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not controul. 
Enter Gleeefter, brought in by Servants. 
Who's there ? the traitor ? 
Regan. "Tis he. Thank Heaven, be's ta'en 
Cornw. Bind faſt his arms. 


You are my gueſts. Do me no foul play, friends 
c,. Bind him, I ſay. [They bind bis. 
Regen. 
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Regan. Hard, hard: Oh, tractor! thou ſhalt nd 
c . Come, Sir, what letters had you late 
from France ? 
And what confed'racy have you with the traitors, 
Late footed in the kingdom ? 
Re. To whoſe hands 
Have you ſent the lunatick king ? ſpeak. 
Cornw. Where bald hes fins he bing? 
Ghe. To Dover. 
Regan. Wherefore to Dover ? 
Cru. Wherefore to Dover ? let ham fict anfwer 
that. 
Che. I am tied to th' take, and I mult fand the 
courſe. 
Regan, Wherefore to Dover ? 
Ghe. Becauſe I would nor fee thy cruct nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes, nor thy fierce filter 
Carve his anointed ficth ; bur I hall fee 
Ide winged vengeance overtake fuck children. 
Cormw. Sec't thou ſhalt never ; faves, perform 


Glee. [without] He that will think to live "till be 


be old 
Civ 
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Give me ſome help. — Oh, cruel! oh! ye gods. 
Serv. Hold, hold, my lord ! I bar your cruelty; 

I cannot love your ſafety, and give way 

To ſuch a barbarous practice. 

Cern. Ah, my villain ! 

Serv. I have been your ſervant from my infancy, 

22 —— 

Than with this bold ne | 
Cornw. Take thy death, flave. 
Serv. Nay then, revenge ! [ Fighe. 
Regan. Help here ! are you not hurt, my lord? 


Re-enter Glocefler and Servants. 
Ghec. All dark and comfortleſs Where's my fon 
Edmund ? 
Edmund, enkindle all the ſparks of nature 
To quit this horrid act. 
Regan. Out, treacherous villain ! 
Thou call ſt on him that hates thee : It was he 
That broach'd thy treaſons to us. 
Goc. Oh, my follics ! 
Then Edgar was abus'd. Kind gods, forgive 
Me that, and proſper him 
Regen. Go, thruſt him out 
At gates, and let him ſmell his way to Dover. 
[Exeunt with Glac. 


How 
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How ist, my lord ? how look you ? 

Coraw. | have receiv'd a bart : follow me, hady.— 
Turn out that eyeleſs villain; throw this fave 
Upon the dunghill. —Regan, I bleed pace 
Untimely comes this hart. Give me your arm. 

[ Exit, led by Regan. 


Scan, ar per Country. 
Exter Edgar. 
E ger. 
ET better thus, and known to be contemn'4, 
L Than ftill comemn'd and fancr'sd. Toke 
worſt, 
The loweſt, moſt dejected thing of fortune, 
Stands till in efperance ; loves not in fear. 
The lamentable change is from the beſt ; 
The worſt returns to comfort. 


Enter Glacefter, led by an Old Man. 
Who comes here ? 
My father poorly led Werd, world * ob, works * 
But that thy ſtrange mutations make us wait ther, 
Life 
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Life would not yield to age. 
Old Max. Oh, my good lord, I have been your 
tcnant, 
And your father's tenant, theſe fourſcore years. 

Gia. Away,get thee away: good ſriend, be gone; 

Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. 

Old Mm. You cannot ſee your way. 

Glec. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes: 
I tumbled when I ſaw. Oh, dear fon Edgar, 
Might I but live to ſee thee in my touch, 

Fd fay, I had eyes again? 

Old Man. How now ? who's there ? 

Edgar. Oh, gods; whois'tcan ſay, Tm at the worſt? 
Fm worſe, than cer I was. 

DO Man. "Tis poor mad Tom. 

Glee. Is it a beggar-man ? 

Old Man. Madman, and beggar too. 

Glee. He has ſome reaſon, elſe he could not beg, 
Pth' laſt night's ſtorm I fuch à fellow faw ; 
Which made me think a man, a worm. My fon 
Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind 


Was then ſcarce friends with him. I've beard more 
ſince. i 

As flies to wanton boys are we to th' gods 

They kill us for their ſport. 

Eager. 
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Edger. Alas, he's ſenfible that I was wrong'd, 
And ſhould | own myſelf, his tender heart 
Would break betwixt extremes of grief and joy. 
Bad is the trade muſt play the fool to forrow, 
Ang ring itſelf and others. —Bletfs thee, mater 

Ghe. Is that the naked fellow ? 

Old Man. Ay, my lord. 

Ghe. Get thee away : H, for my fake, 
Thou wik o'ertake us hence 2 mile or twain 
F th' way tow'rd Dover, do it for ancient love; 
Whom Fl catreat to lead me. 

Oid Man. Alack, Sir, be is mad. 

Cc. "Tis the time's plague when madmen lead 


the blind: 
Do as I bid, or rather do thy pleaſure; 
Abore the reſt, begoac. 
Oid Ha. I'lbring himthe bet partei tha | have, 
Come on't what will. [Ext. 


Ghe. Sirtah, naked fellow ! 
Edgar. Poor Tom's coll —1 cannot foot it 
further. 
Cl. Come hither, fellow. 
bicis thy ſweet eyes, they bleed. 
Glee. Know tt thou the way to Dover ? 
Eager. 
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Edgar. Both ſtile and gate, horſe-way and foot. 
path. Poor Tom hath been ſcar d out of his good 
wits. Bleſs thee, good man, from the foul fiend. 

Ghec. Here, take this purſe, thou whom the 

Heavens' plagues 

Have humbled to all ſtrokes. That I am wretched, 
Makes thee the happicr: Heavens deal fo fill. 
Doſt thou know Dover ? 

Edgar. Ay, maſter. 
Looks fearfully on the confined deep : 
Bring me but to the very brink of it, 
And I'll repair the miſery thou doſt bear, 
With ſomething rich about me : from that place 
I ſhall no leading need. 

Edgar. Give me thy arm : 


Poor Tom ſhall lead thee. [Exeum. 


Scene, the Duke of Albany's palace. 
Enter Gonerill and Edmund. 
Gon. Welcome, my lord. I marvel, our mild 
huſband | | 
Not met us on the way. 
| Enter Steward. 
Now, where's your maſter ? 
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Stew. Madam, within; but never aan fo chang'4: 
I cold him of the army that was haded ; 
He faniF'd at it. I rold him you were coming; 
His zafwer was, The worſe. Of Glu 
And of the loyal fervice of his fon, 
When 1 inform'd him, then he calls me Sos. 
What mot he thould ke, feems ent w hun; 
What like, offenfire. 

Gon. Then hall you go no further. [T7 Zdm. 
k is the cownth terror of his ſpire, 

That dares not undertake. Back, Edmund, wv my 
' brother 3 

1 mutt change arms at home, and give the hilt 
Shall paſs between us: You cre long hall hear, 
li you dare venture on your own behalf, 

A miſtrefs's command. Conceive, and fare thes 

well. 

Fan. Yours in the ranks of death. 

Gon. My moſt dear Glo'tter * [ Exit Een. 
Oh, the ſtrange difference of man and mas ! 
Ts thee a woman's fervices are due, 
My fool uſurps my duty. 

Srew. Madam, here comes my lord. { £344 


Enter 
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Enter Albany. 

Mlb. Oh, Gonerill, what have you done? 
Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform'd? 
A father and a gracious aged man, 
Moſt barb'rous, moſt degen'rate, have you madded. 
How could my brother ſuffer you to do it, 
A man, a prince by him ſo benefited ? 

Gon. Milk-liver'd man ü 
That bear'ſt a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs; 
Where's thy drum ? 
France ſpreads his banners in our noiſeleſs land, 
Whilſt thou, a moral fool, ſit'ſt till, and erieſt, 
« Alack! why does he ſo? 

Alb. Thou chang'd, and ſelf-converted thing 

for ſhame, 

Be-monſter not thy feature. 


Enter Meſſenger. 


A.. Oh, my good lord, the duke of Cornwall: 


dead; 
Slain by his ſervant, going to put out 
The carl of Glo'ſter's cycs. 
Alb. Glo'ſter's eyes 
Me. A ſervant, that he bred, thrill'd with 
remorſe, 
Oppos d the borrid act; bending his ſword 
Againt 
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Againſt his maſter: Who, thereat curag d. 
Flew on him, and amongſt them felF4 him dead: 
Hath pluck'd him after. 
Alb. This fhews You arc above, 
You Juſticers, that theſe our nether crimes 
So ſpeedily can "renge ! But ob, poor Gloſter * 
Where was his fon when they did take his ches! 
A. He's not here. 
A. No, my good lord z be is return'd again. 
Alb. Knows he the wickednets ? 
Aff. Ay, my good bord; wen he inform'd 
And quit the houſe of purpoſe, that the'r punith- 
ment 
Might have the freer courſe. 
. Glo'tter, I live 
To thank thee for the love thou how'sit the wing, 
And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither, ficnd, 
Tell me what more thou know't. [Gaag, e 
See thyſelf, Gonerill ! 


Proper deformity ſhews not in the fin, 
50 horrid as in woman. [ Exe. ib. and they. 
Gen. Oh, vain foot ! 


That bait nor in thy brows an eye dileeraing 
Vox. HI. N + ins 


ern 
Thine honour from thy ſuffering ! 


Enter Steward, with « letter. 


$tew. This letter, madam, craves a ſpeedy anfwer: 
"Tis from vour fiſter. Cornwall being dead, 
His lot your ſiſter has in part ſupplied, 
Making car! Edmund general of her forces. 
Gon. One way 1 like this well 
But being widow, and my Glo'ſter with ker, 
May pluck down all the building of my love. 
Fil read, and anſwer theſe diſpatches ſtraight. 
It was great ign'rance, Glo'ſter's eyes being out, 
To let him live. Add ſpeed unto your journey, 
And if you chance to meet that old blind traitor, 
Preſerment falls on him that cuts him off. [ Cru. 


Scene, Dover. 


Enter Kent and a Gentleman. 
Kent. Did your letters pierce the queen to 22 
demonſtration of grief? 
Gent. Yes, Sir; ſhe took em, read em in my 
pretence ; 
And now and then a big round tear ran down 
Her delicate check: Much morv'd, but not to rage, 
Paticnce with ſorrow ſtrove. Her fmiles and trans 
Were like 2 wetter May. 
Kew 
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Kent. Spoke you with her fince ? 
Gent. No. 
Kent. Well, Sir; the poor diftrefet Loxr's inn 
town z 
Who ſometimes, in his better tune remembers 
What we are come about ; and by no mcans 
Will yick to fee Cordelia. 
Gent. Why, good Sir? 
Kent. A fov reign Ghame fo bows him; his wa» 
kindnefs, 
IAN turm d ber 
To foreign caſualties, gave her dear rights 
—_ 2 theſe thangs ſing 


SAS... — Game domains him 
From his dear daughter. 

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman ! 

Kent. Of Albany's and CormwalFs pow'rs you 
heard ? 

Gent. "Tis fo, they arc afoot. 

Kent. Well, Sir, Tu bring you to our maſter Lœar, 
And leave you to attend him. Some dear caute 
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Enter Cordelia, Phyſician, and Soldiers. 
Cord. Alack, tis he ! why, he was met cv'n now 

As mad as the vex'd fea, finging aloud, 

Crowned with flowers, and all the weeds that grow 

In our ſuſtaining corn Their poor old father ! 

Oh, fiſters, fiſters ! ſhame of ladics ! ſiſters ! 

Ha, Regan, Gonerill! what! 'th'torm ? rh” night? 

Let pity ne er believe it! oh, my heart! 

Phyſ. Take comfort, madam ; there are means 

to cure him. 


Cord. No, tis too probable the furious ſtorm 
Has pierc'd his tender body paſt all cure; 


Send forth a cent'ry, bring him to our eye ; 
Try all the art of man, all med'cine's power, 
For the reſtoring his bereaved ſenſe ! 

He that helps him, take all! 

Phyſ. Be patient, madam : 

Our foſter nurſc of Nature is repoſe, 

The which he lacks : that to provoke in him 
Are many lenicnt ſmples, which have power 
To cloſe the eye of anguiſh. 

Cu 
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Card. All ble& crete, 
All you unpublith'd virtues of the earth. 
Spring with my tears; be nt and remediate 
In the good man's diſtreſs ! feck, feck for him; 
L his ungovern'd rage diilolve his life. 
| Exenns Mitenubuwns:.. 
If i be fo, one only boon | beg ; 
That you'd convey me to his becathiefs trunk, 
With my own hands to cloſe a father's eyes, 


With thow'rs of tcars to walk bu clay-cobt checks, 
Then o'er his lambs, with cnc hearbornding 
gb, 


To breathe y ſpirit out, and dic befide him. 


Emter @ Meſſenger. 
M-f. News, madaen : 
Cird. "Tis known before. Our pregarntien 
Rus 
la expectation of them. Oh, dear facher, 
k © thy bufinefs that | go about | theretuce, great 
France 
No blown ambition doth our arms cite, 
But love, dear love, and our ag'd facher's igt. 
| Exon. 
N3 Ions, 


2 KING LE AR. 


Scene, the country near Dover. 


Enter Glecefter, and Edgar as en. 
Glec. When ſhall I come to th' top of that ſame 
| hin? 
Edgar. You do climb up it now. Mark, how we 
labour. 
Glzc. Methinks, the ground is even. 
Edgar. Horrible ſteep. 
Hark, do you hear the ſea ? 
Glee. No, truly. 
Edger. Why then yourother ſcnſcs grow imperſect 
By vour eyes anguith. 
G/oc. So may it be, indeed. 
Meth nks, thy voice is alter'd; and thou ſpeak'ft 
In beiter phraſe and matter than thou didſt. 
Edgar. You're much deceiv'd : In nothing am 1 
chang d, 
But in my garments. 
Glee. Sure, you're better ſpoken. 
Edgar. Come on, Sir; here's the place—ſtand 
ftill. How fcarfui 
And dizzy tis, to caſt one's eycs io low ! 
The crows and choughs, that wing the midway air, 
Shew icarce fo groſs as beetics. Halt way down 
Hangs one that gathers ſamphire ; dreadiul trade 
>Mecrhanss, 
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\lethinks, be feems no bigger than his how. 

The bchermen, that walk upon the beach, 

Appear hke mice ; and von tall anchorng bark, 

Diownith's to ber cock z her cock | 2 buoy 

Almoit roo ſmall tor hgbe. Ihe murmuring furg- 

Cannot be beard e high. Fit book no more, 

Topplc down headlony. 

Glee. Set me where you and. 

Edger. Give me your hand : You're now within 

a toot 

Of th' extreme verge: For all below the moon 

Would I not now leap forward. 

Cc. Let go my hand: 

Here, fricud, 's another purte, in it 2 jewel 

Well worth a poor man's taking. May the gods 

Proſper it with thee Co thou further of; 

Bid me farewell, and kt me hear thee going. 

Edgar. Now fare you well, guod Sir. [ Seems ts 4. 

I rifle thus with bis deſpair to cure it. 

Gize. Oh, you mighty gods ! 

This world I do renounce ; and in your Gghts 

Shake patiently my great affliction of : 

If 1 could bear it longer, and not fall 

To quarrel with your great oppotcicts w..!>, 

My ſauff and Hitcr part of nature thouk! 

burn itſcli out. If Edgar live, ob, bicks hun 
N4 2— 
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Euter Lear, are madly with flowers. 
or, No, they cannot touch me for coining 
I am the king himfel:. 

Glec. Ha! who comes here? 

Edgar. Oh, thou fide-picrcing fight ! 

Lear. Nature's above art in that reſpect. There's 
your preis- money. That fellow handles bis bos 
like a crow-keeper : Draw me a clothicr's yard. 
Look, look, a mouſe! peace, peace theres my 
gauntlet, Lu prove it on 2 giant. Bring up the 
brown bills. Oh, well flown barb! Pib* clown, 
'th' clout; hewgh !-——give the word. 

Edgar. Sweet marjoram. 

Lear. Pals! 

Clic. I know that voice. 

Lear, Ha! Gonerill ! ha! Regan! they flatter 
me like a dog, and told me 1 had white hairs in 
my beard ere the black ones were there, To foy 
ay, and no, to every thing that I ſaid.— Ay, and 
no too, Was no good divinity. When the rain came 
to wet me once, and the wind to make me chatter; 
when the thunder would not peace at my bidding: 
there I found em, there 1 Unclt em out! Goto, 
they are not men © their words; they told me, 1 
was every thing; tis a lie, I am not ague-proof. 

Clic. The trick of that voice I do well remember: 
I": not the king? 

Liar. 
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Lear. Ay, every inch a king. 
When 1 do haze, fee how the fubject quakes. 
| pardon that man's his. What was the cauſe? 
Adulry ? thou ſhalt not dic; dic for adultry? no: 
Tot, luxury, pellt melt; for I kick Gbliers. 
Glo, Not all my forrows pait & deep have 
touch d me 
As theſe fad accents. Sight were now & twwoment. 
preſoges ſnow that minces virtue, and does bake 
the head to hear of pleature's name? The Gaches, 
nor the pampered Reed, goers ts d with & more 
rocous appeines down from the wait they an 
centaurs, thy" women it bove : But w the grade 
4% the gods inherit, beneath i alt the fend". 
There's bell, there's darkach, theres the flphuce 
ous pit ; fy, iy, iy; pal, pat; an ounce of ciner, 
good apothecary, to Iwecien my unagination | 
there's moucy for thee. 
Glee, Oh, let me kiſs that hand. 
Lear. Let me wipe it hiſt, u tells of stall 
Cre, Oh, ruin d piece of nature 
Lear, Arnign ber fd! ue Gonerith, I here 
e my oath beiore this honuurablc ente, the 


truck the poor king her faber. 
Clic. Patience, good Sir ! 


Lie. 
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Lear. And here's another, whoſe warpt looks 
proclaim 

What ſtore her heart is made of .—Stop her there! 

Arms, arms! ſword, fire !\—Corruption in the place 

Falſe juſticer, why haſt thou let her ſcape! 

Gl/ec, Oh, pity, Sir! where is the firmneſs now 
That you fo oft have boaſted Do you know me? 
Lear. 1 do remember thine eyes well enough ' 
dc thy worſt, blind Cupid; Fl not love. Read 
thou this challenge, mark but the penning of u. 

Gli. Were all the letters ſuns, I could not fer 

one. 

Edger. 1 would not take this from report ; it s, 
And my heart breaks at it. 

Lear. Read. 

Cl. What, with this caſe of eyes ? 

Lear. Oh, oh, arc you there with me ? no eves 
in your head, nor no money in your puric ? ye! 
you ſee how this world goes. 

Gu I fee it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad ? a man may fee bow thu 
world goes, with no eyes. Look with thine cars: 
ſee, how yond juſtice rails upon yond fimplec thic!. 
Hark in thine car: Change places, and handy 
Candy, which is the juſtice, which is the thict* 
Thov kaft ſcen 2 farmer's dog bark at a beggar ? 
C4. 


Zr 


Ghe. Ay, Sir. 

LE. And the beggar run from the cur 7 ther 
thou might'f behold the grees image of . 
1 dog'> obey'd in other. —— 

Thou raical-beadle, hobi thy bloody hand : 

Why doit thou lafh that whore rip the ownback, 

Thou hotly kant M to ufc ber in that hind, 

For which thou whip'tt ber. Id ufurer hangs the 

COZCNET. 

1hrough tatter'd werds fmall vices do per 

Rives and furr'd gowns be ail. Plc hug with gobl, 

And the Rrong lance of jultice burticts breaks; 

Ara it in rags, 2 pigeny + raw doth pierce it. 

Get thee glals cyc3, 

And, like a Curvy ahnen, fem 

To dec the things thou doit not. 

Now, now, now, now. Pull of my boars: Harder, 
harder, fo. 

Edger. Oh, maticr and impertinency mis'd, 
Nen in madacts ! 

Lov. If thou wilt weep my formuncs, take my 

cyes- 
| c20w thee well enough, thy name Cee 
Tau muſt be patient; we came crving hicher : 
Thou know't, the firft time wat we fmell the air, 
c wauk and cry. I wilt preach ww thee ; mani 
Go. 
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Glee. Alack, alack the day 
Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are 
come 
To this great ſtage of fools—— 


Enter a Gentleman, with attendants. 


Gent. Oh, here be is, lay hand upon him ; Sir, 
Your moſt dear daughter 
Lear. No reſcuc ? what, a priſoner ? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune. Uſe me well, 
You ſhall have ranſom. Let me have ſurgeons; 
I am cut to th' brain, 
Gent. You ſhall have any thing. 
L. No ſeconds f all myſelf? 1 will die bravely, 
Like a ſmug bridegroom. What ? 1 will be je 
Come, come, I am a king, my maſters; know 
you that ? 

Gent, You arc 2 royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear. Then there's life in't. 


It were an excellent ſtratagem to ſhoe 2 troop of 
borſe with fclt : I'll put it in proof—no noiſe | no 
noiſe ! now will we ſtcal upon theſe ſon-in-law ; 
and then—zkill, kill, kill, kill! [Exit with Gow. 

Clic. The king is mad. How Rif is my vile ſenſe 
That I ſtand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge ſorrows! Better I were diſtract, 


An: 
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And woe, by wrong imaginations, lk: 
The knowledge of ujeift.—Y ec genic gals, 
Take my breath from me ! bet nor mulery 
Temp! me again to dic befure you PE 
Edger. Well pray you, father. 
C. Now, good Sir, what are you ? 
Edger. A mot poor man, maie none w fore 
tunc blows, 
Who, be the art of known and feeling Grows, 
Am pregnant to good prey. Gore me your hand, 
ru cad you to fone duttug 
Gl. Hearty thanks ! 


Enter & ward 
Stew. A pech d prize | awit happy * 
That cycles head of dine was Brit an d beth, 
Ts raiſe my formanes. Old, waboppy waites, 
The {word is out, that wult Aro ther. 
64 
to 
Stew. Wherefore, bold pealaut, 
Deu thou ſupport 2 publiih's waiter | hence, 
Leit 1 dettroy thee tow. Let go his am. 
tg. Chill not tes go, 2ic, without wrther 
See. Lat go, fave, os thou dich. 


45 


199 —_S2MS S'2:44126 


Edgar. Good gentle man, go your gate, and let 
poor volk paſs; And 'chud ha been zwagger'd out 
of my life, 'twould not ha' been 20 long as tis by | 
a vortnight, Nay, come not near th' old man; 
keep out, or i'fe try whether your coſtard or my 
bat be the barder. (L 

Stew. Out, dunghill! [Edgar tnocks bim down. 
Slave, thou haſt flain me ; oh, untimely death !— 

[ Dies, 

Edgar. I know thee well, a ſerviceable villain; 
As dutcous to the vices of thy miſtreſs, 

As badneſs would defire. 

Glec, What, is he dead? 

Edgar. Sit you down, Sir. 

This is a letter-carricr, and may have | 
Some papers of intclligence—what's here? 
« To Edmund, carl of Glo'fler. [Readiny. 

Let our reciprocal vows be remembered. You 
« have many opportunities to cut him off; if be 
« return the conqueror, then am I the priſoner, 
4 and his bed my gaol; from the loathed warmth 
« whereof deliver me, and ſupply the place fer 
& your labour. 

« Your (wiſe, ſo I would ſay) 
| « aifcctionate ſervant, 
Conz 
Ot, 
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(01, cadiltaguth'd fpace of woman's will ' 

A plot upon bet videuous bujbead's lic, 

And the exchange my brother. Here, IibTands 
thee V'l rake up, the pott valachacy 

Of murd rows lecher> : and in the Mute une, 
Wich this ungracous peper thrike the gh 

Oi the death-practis'd duke. Give me your heat: 
Come, Six, I will beftow you with a end. . 


Wo V. 


Scenn, « chamber. 
Lear afleep on d cauch, Cordolia, ond aticndant.. 


C... 
H, ye kind gods ! 
Cure this great becac n hie abujed Bull! 
Tv uatun'd and jarring fenſcs, oh, wind wp 
Of this child-changed father 

Piz. Be by, good madum, when we do awake 
| — 
| Joubt not of bis temper:cc. 

Cd, Oh, my dear farher | Reftanrayien, bang 
Thy 


we RING LIAX 


Thy medicine on my lips; and let this kiſs 
Repair thoſe violent harms, that my two filers 
Have in thy reverence made ! 

Phyſ. Kind and deareſt princeſs ! 

Cord. Oh, Regan ! Gonerill, inbuman fifters ! 
Had he not been your father, theſe white flakes 
Did challenge pity of you. Was this a face 
To be cxpos'd againſt the warring winds ? 

To ſtand againſt the deep, dread-bolted thunder 
In the moſt terrible and nimble flroke 

Of quick, croſs lightning ?—My very enemy's doe, 
'Tho' be had bit me, ſhould have flood that night 
Againſt my fire: and waſt thou fain, poor father, 
To hovel thee 

In ſhort and muſty ftraw ? Alack, alack ! 

"Tis wonder, that thy life and wits, at once, 
Had not concluded all. He wakes; ſpeak to bin 

Phy/. Madam, do you ; 'tis fitteſt. 

Cord. How does my royal lord ? How fares you 
majeſty ? 

Lr. Tou do me wrong, to take me out och grave- 
Ha ! is this too a world of cruclty ? 

I know my privilege ; think not that I will 
Be treated like a wretched mortal ! No. 
No more of that ! 

Cord. Speak to me, Sir z who am I? 


Leer. 
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Lear. Thou art 2 foul in bl ; but © am bond 

Upon 4 wheel of fre, that mine own wars 

D (cald like moken kad. 

Card. d, do you know me ? 

Lear. You're @ ſpirit, | know; when did you dic? 

Card. Seill, Qld, far wide * 

Phy. He's fearce awake : bolt hon grow awne 
compos A. 

Le. Where have | been 7? where an Bo han 
daylight ? 

Le mightily abws'd; | oukt cren dic: wind ev, 

Le dee another thus. I know not what w hay 

| vill not fwear theke acc my heads: 

Would 1 were ur d of my condizion ! 

C, hook upon me, Sis, 

Aa hold your band in bracdiction o <r me. 

Nay, Sir, you mull not ace 

Laar. Pray do not mock me ; 

| am 4 very foolith foud old man, 

Fouricore and wpward ; and w del plainly, 

| fear, | am not in my periect mind. 

C Ah, then farewell wo paticnce* wituchs 
tor me, 

Ye mighty pow'rs, I ac'er complain'd ull now ! 

„„ Methinks, | thould know you, ad know 
this man. 

Vor, HL 0 Yer 
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Yet I am doubtful: for I'm mainly ignorant 
What place this is; and all the Hill I have 
Remembers not theſc garments : nay, I know not 
Where I did fleep laſt night. Do not laugh at me, 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 
Cord. Oh, my dear, dear father ! 
Lear. Be your tears wet ? yes, faith ; pray & 
not weep. 
I know I have giv'n thee cauſe, and am ſo humbled 
With croſſes fince, that I could atk f 
of thee, were it poſſible 
That thou couldſt grant it; 
If thou haſt poiſon for me I will drink it, 
Bleſs thee, and dic. 
Cord. Oh, pity, Sir, a bleeding heart, and ce 
This killing language. 
Lear. Tell me, friends, where am I? 
Phyſ. In your own kingdom, Sir. 
Lear. Do not abuſe me. 
Phy/. Be comforted, good madam, forthe violen-: 
Of his diſtemper's paſt ; we'll lead him in, 
Nor trouble him, till he is better ſertled. 
Will't pleaſe you, Sir, walk into freer air ? 
Leer. You muſt bear with me ; pray you 29: 
and forgive ! I am old and fut. 
Forget (Thg had kn 
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Card. The gods restore you — bark, I hear afar 
The beaten drum. Oh! for an arm 
Like the fierce thunderer's, when the earth» dorn ons 
Storm d Heav'n, to ügbt this infur d father's battle 
That I could ift my fex, and dye me deep 
In his oppoſers” blood bat, as I may, 
With womens' Weapons, picty and pray'rs, 
Tu ud his cauſe.— Y ou never-crring gods 
Fight on his fide, and thunder on his foes 
Such tempeſts as his poor ag d head ſuſta d: 
Your image ſuffers when a monarch bleeds : 

Tis your own cauſe ; for that your fuccours bring; 
Revenge yourſelves, and right an agu d lag 
| [ Zane. 

E dmand in t. 

Eim. To both theſe filters have | fworn ary love, 
Each jealous of the other, a5 the dung 
Are of the adder ;—ucither can be held, 
If both remain alive.— Where hail I 6x? 
Cornwall is dead, and Regan's empty bed 
Seems caſt by fortune for me— Bur bright Gonenil, 
being yet untaſted beauty z | will eie 
Her huſband's count'nance for the battle, then 
Uſurp at once his bed and thrune. [ Exter Officers. 
My truſty ſcouts, you're well retwrn's bee ve 


defened 
02 The 
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The ſtrength and poſture of the enemy ? 

Off. We have, and were ſurpris'd to find 
The baniſh'd Kent return'd, and at their head ; 
Your brother Edgar on the rear; old Gloſter 
(A moving ſpeAacle) led through the ranks, 
Whoſe pow'rful tongue, and more prevailing 

wrongs, 
Hare ſo enrag'd their ruſtick ſpirit, that with 
Th' approaching dawn we muſt expect a battle. 
Lan. You bring a welcome hearing. Each u 
his charge 3 
To-night repoſe you 3 and 'th* morn we'll give 
The fun a ſght that ſhall be worth his riſing. 
4. 


Crene, a valley near the camp. 


Enter Edgar and Glecefter. 

Edgar, Here, Sir, take you the ſhadow of this tree 
For your good hoſt; pray that the right may thru 
It ever I return to you again, 

Tu bring you comfort. { Eau. 

Clic. Thanks, friendly Sir, 

The fortune your good cauſe deſerves betide you- 


An alarm, after witch Glocefler fpeats. 
Tuc fight grows hot; the whole war's now at won. 
Where”: 
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Where's Clo ter now, that wi'd tw head the fray? 
No more of ſhelter, thou blind worm, but focrh 
To th' open ficld ? the war may come this way, 
And cruſh thee into reſt — Here lay thee doen, 
Aud tcar the carth. When, Edgar, wilt thou come 
To pardon, and due me to ihe grave ? 


(4 raw cut — 
Hark ! a retreat z the king | frar has bod. 


Ricenter Egger. 


Edger. Away, ohd man, give me your hand, away! 

King Lear has bot ; be and bis daughter witn: 

Give me your hand. Come on * 

Gli. No farther, Su 3 3 24s ay oh, oven here. 

Edger. What! in it thoughts again? men aut 
cudure 

Thc.r going hence cn 35 their cumny r. 

C. Heaven's will be doas then! beacctorth FY 
cndure 

Aliiction, till it do cry out Aten, 

Luough, cnough, and dic. [ Exams. 
Flaurih. Enter in conqueſt, Mbany, Garner, Rogan, 
Edmund. — Liar, Kint, Cordelia, prifencs +. 
4. Ut is enough to have conquer d crucity 
Yhould uc er ſurvive the fight. Captun m guusil, 
0 3 Lien 


eee 


Our further orders, as you hold our pleaſure. 

Zum. Sir, I approve it ſafeſt to pronounce 
Sentence of death upon this wretched king, 
Whoſe age has charms in it, his title more, 
To draw the commons once more to his fide ; 
"Twere beſt prevent—— 

Alb. Sir, by your favour, 
I hold you but a ſubject of this war, 
Not as a brother. 

Regan. That's as-we liſt to grace him. 
Have you forgot that he did lead our pow'rs ? 
Bore the commiſhon of our place and perſon ? 


- 


Edgar. Pardon me, Sir, that I preſume to ftcp 
A prince and conqueror yet ere you triumph, 
Give car to what a ſtranger can deliver 
Of what concerns you more than triumph can. 
I do unpeach your general there of treaſon, 


Lord 
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Lord Edmund, that uſurps the name of Cie ner, 
Of fouleſt practice gan your hic zu honour; 
This charge is true : and wretched though | wem, 
| can produce 2 champion that will pruve 
la Fngle combat what | do avouch, 
Ii Edmund dares but truft his cautc and fword. 
Zn. What will not Edmund dare * 
My lord, I beg you'd initanely appoint 
The place where | may mect this challenger, 
Whom I will Gcrifice to my wrong'd fame : 
Reracmber, Sir, that injur d honour's nice, 
And cannot brook delay 
Ab. Anon, before our tent, th ammy's view, 
There let the herald cry ! 
Eigar. 1 thank your highacls in my champion's 


One ſtep I have advanc's thee ; if thou dot 

As this inftructs thee, thou dot make thy way 

To nobler fortuncs : know thou this, that men 

Are as the time is ; to be tender-anaded 

Dees not become a ſword ; my great employment 

Will not bear queſtion ; cither fay, hen 4u't; 
94 Or 
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Or thrive by other means. 
Capt. Vl do't, my lord. 
Edam. About it, and write happy when thou't 


Lear. Ob, Kent! Cordelia ! 
You are the only pair that cer I wrong'd, 
And the juſt gods have made you witneſſes 
Of my diſgrace ; the very ſhame of fortune, 
To ſee me chain'd and ſhackled at theſe years! 


Yet were you but ſpectators of my woes, 
Not fcllow-ſufferers, all were well. 
Cord. This language, Sir, adds yet to our 
Lear. Thou, Kent, didſt head the troops that 
fought my battle ; 
Expos'd thy life and fortuncs for a maſter 
That had (as I remember) baniſh'sd thee. 
Kent. Pardon me, Sir, that once I broke your 
orders. 
Baniſl'd by you, I kept me here diſguis d 
To watch your fortunes, and protect your perſon! 
You know you entertain'd a rough blunt fellow, 
One Caius, and you thought be did you ſervice. 
Lear. My truſty Caius, I have loft him too 
*T was 


e 


'['was rough boncſty. 4 
Kent. 1 was that Caius, 
Diſguis'd in that coarſe drefs, to follow you. 
Liar. My Caius too! wert thou ay walty 
Caius? | 
Enough, cnough 
Card. Ab, me, be ſaints * bis blood forfakes his 
| check. 
Help, Kent 
Lear. No, no, they hall not fre ws weep. 
We'll fee thee rot felt Gaacts, kad away 2 
prion. 
Come, Kent 3 Cordelia, come ; 
We rwo will g aloar, bkc biods Io” cage : 
When thou dot ak my blicfbag, FH inect own 
And alk of thee forgivench ; thus welt hoe and 
Pray, 
And tak - upon us the ure oi hangs, 
As if we were Hen uns fries. 
Cird. Upon fuch Geriiees 
Lear, Have | caught you? 
He that parts us, mult bring 2 brand from Meas, : 
Together we'll out-toil the ſpree of hell, 
Und die the wonders of the works ; away * 
_ Exc 487 {cls dock. 
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Or thrive by other means. 

Capt. Vil do't, my lord. 

Edm. About it, and write happy when thou it 
donc. [Eu 


AManent Lear, Kent, Cordelia, guarded. 
Lear. Oh, Kent! Cordelia 
You are the only pair that cer I wrong'd, 
And the juſt gods have made you witneſſes 
Of my diſgrace ; the very ſhame of fortune, 
To ſce me chain'd and ſhackled at theſe years! 
Yet were you but ſpectators of my woes, 
Not fcllow-ſufferers, all were well. | 
Cord. This language, Sir, adds yet to our 
affliction. 
Lear. Thou, Kent, didſt head the troops that 
fought my battle ; 
Expos'd thy life and fortuncs for a maſter 
That had (as I remember) baniſh'd thee. 
Kent. Pardon me, Sir, that once I broke your 
orders. 


Baniſh'd by you, I kept me here diſguis'd 
To watch your fortunes, and protect your perſon! 
You know you entertain'd a rough blunt fellow, 
One Caius, and you thought he did you ſervice. 
Lear. My truſty Caius, I have loſt him too 
'I was 
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[was a rough boncſty. [ Fay. 
Kent. 1 was that Caius, 


Diſguis'd in that coarſe drefs, to follow you. 
Liar. My Caius too! wert thou ay walty 
Caius? | 
Enough, enough 
Card. Ab, me, be faints* his blood forfakes his 
check. 
Help, Kent ! 

Lear. No, no, they ſhall not fee us weep. 
We'll fee them rot Brit Guan, kad away 
priſon. | 

Come, Kent; Cordelia, come; 
We two will ft alone, like birds 7th” cage : 
When thou doit ak my bicthng, FI incel down 
And aſk of thee ſorgivencſe z thus we'll live and 
Pray, 
And take upon us the myſtery of things, 
As if we were Heav'n's pies. 
Cord. Upon fuch facnifices 
The gods themſelves throw incentc. 
Lear. Have 1 caught you 7 
He that parts us, muſt bring 2 brand from He z; 
Together we'll out-toil the ſpire of hell, 
Und die the wonders of the works , away ! 
[ Excunt puarded. 
Fuarih. 
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Flouriſh. Enter before the tents, Albany, Edmund, 
Guards and Attendants. 
Alb. Now, Glo'ſter, truſt to thy fingle virtue: 
for thy ſoldiers, 
All levicd in my name, have in my name 
Took their diſcharge: now let our trumpets ſpeak, 
And kerald read out this. [Herold reads. 
« If any man of quality within the liſts of the 
« army will maintain upon Edmund, ſuppos'd carl 
« of Glo'ſter, that he is a manifold traitor, let him 
« appear by the third ſound of the trumpet ; he is 
« bold in his defence —— Again, again.” 
[Trumpet anſwers from withis. 
Enter Edgar arm d. 


Alb. Lord Edgar! 

Edm. Ha! my brother! 
The only combatant that I could fear, 
For in my breaſt guilt ducls on his fide : 
But, conſcience, what have I to do with thee 
Awe thou the dull legitimate flaves : bu 
Was born a libertine, and ſo I keep me. 

Edgar. My noble prince, a word ;—ere we engage, 
Into your highneſs' hands I give this paper ; 
It will the truth of my impeachment prote, 
Whatever be my fortune in the fight. 


4. 
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Alb. We ſhall peruſe it. 
Edger. Now, Edmund, draw thy fword, 
That if my ſpeech has wrong d 2 noble heart, 
Thy arm may do thee juſtice : here "th" prefence 
| brand thee with the ſpotted name of traitor ; 
Falſe to thy gods, thy father, and thy brocher, 
And, what is more, thy fricnd ; falſe to this prince: 
If then thou hart 2 ſpark of Clo'fter's ius, 
Acquit thyſch ; or if thou ſhar'it his courage, 
Meet this defrance bravely. 
Edm. | have a daring foul, and fo have 2+ thy 
heart. 
Sound, trumpet. [ Fight, . 
What you have charg'd me with, that I have done; 
And more, much more ; the tune will bring it oue. 
'Tis paſt, and fo am l. 

Edgar. The gods arc juſt, and oi our ple vices 
Me inftruments to ſcourge ws: My dear facher“ 
The dark and viciees place, where thee be got, 
Coſt him his eyes. 

Edm. Thou't fpoken right, "tis true, 

Heav'n's juſtice has oerta'en me; £ am here. 
Let, ere I dic, fome good I mcan to do, 
Deſpite of mine own nature. Quickly fend 

De brief, into the caſtle ; for my order 


r een 


Is on the life of Lear and Cordelia. 
Nay, ſend in time. 


_— Run, run, oh, run! 
while. — — 


Scene, 4 priſon. 
Lear afleep, with his bead on Cordelia's lap. 
C:rd. What toils, thou wretched king, haſt thou 
endur'd, 
To make thee draw, in chains, a flecp fo ſound! 
Oh, gods! a ſudden gloom gere me, and 


the image 
Of death o'cripreads the place. Ha] whoaretheſc? 
Enter Captain and Officers, with cords. 
Capt. Now, Sirs, diſpatch ; already you are paid 
In part, the beſt of your reward's to come. 
Lear. Charge, charge, upon the flank ; the left 
wing halts. 
Puſh, puſh the battle, and the day's our own. 
Their ranks are broken, down, down, with Albany! 
Who holds my hands: Oh, thou decciving fleep; 
I was this very minute on the chace, 
And now a pris'ner here What mean the faves? 
You 
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You will not murder me ? 
Card. Help, earth and Heaven! 
For your fouls” fake, dear Se, and for the gods” * 
OF. No tears, good hay; 
Come, Sirs, make ready your cords. 
Card. You, Sir, Fil feize, 
You have a human form ; and if no prayers 
| Can touch your foul to ſpare 2 poor king life, 
if there be any thing that you hold dear, 
By that I beg you to diſpatch me firit. | 
Cape. Comply with her requett ; difparch her art. 
Lear. Of, hell-hounds! by the gods | charge you 
ſpare her; 
Tis my Cordelia, my true pious daughter; 
No pity ?—Nay, then take an old man's vengerace. 
[Snatches a feword, and till; tw of them; 
the rei quit Cordelia, and turn uton bran. 


Enter Edgar, Albany, and Guards. 
Edgar. Death! hell! ye vultures, hold your 
impious hand, 

Or take a ſpeedier death than you would give. 
Alb. Guards, fcize thoſe inftruments of crucity. 
Gent. Look here, wy lord; ce where the good 

old king 

Has Gain two of em. 


Laar. 
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Lear. Did I not, fellow ? 
I've ſeen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
I could have made em ſkip : I am old now, 
And theſe vile croſſes ſpoil me ; out of breath; 
Fy, oh! quite out of breath, and ſpent. 
Alb. Bring in old Kent ; and, Edgar, guide you 
n 


Your father, who you ſaid was near; [Ex. Edger. 
He may be an car-witneſs at the leaſt 
Of our proceedings. [Kent brought is. 
Lear. Who are you ? 
My eyes are none o' th beſt, I'll tell you ſtraight: 
Oh, Albany! Well, Sir, we are your captives, 
And you are come to ſce death paſs upon us. 
Why this delay ?—Or is't your bighneſs' pleaſure 
To give us firſt the torture? ſay ye fo? 
Why, here's old Kent and I, as tough a pair 
As cer bore tyrant's ſtroke. —But, my Cordelia, 
My poor Cordelia here, oh, pity her! 
Alb. Thou injur'd majeſty, 
The wheel of fortune now has made her circle, 
And bleſnings yet ſtand twixt the grave and thee. 
Lear. Com'ſt thou, inhuman lord, to ſooch us 
back 
To a fool's paradiſe of hope, to make 
Our doom more wretched ? Go to, we are too well 
Acquainted 
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Acquainted with misfortune, to be guil'd 
With lying hope ; no, we will hope ao more. 
Ald. Know, the noble Edgar 
Impeach'd lord Edmund, fince the fight, of treaſon, 
And dar d him for the proof to fange combat, 
In which the gods confirm'4 hischarge by conquett; 
| left ev'n now the trantor wounded mortally. 
Lear. And whither tends this tory ? 
Alb. Eve they fought, 
Lord Edgar gave into my hands this paper , 
A blacker ſcroll of treaſon and of luſt 
Than can be found in the records of hell; 
There, facred Sir, behold the charadter 
Of Gonerill, the work of daughters, bur 
Crd. Could there be yet addicien to their gu? 
What will not they that wrong a farther dare ? 
thine, 
have refolv'd the fame redrefs for boch. 
Lu. What fays my lord ? 
Cord. Speak, for methought I heard 
lle charming voice of 2 detcending god. 
Alb. The troops, by Ednuad rmig'd, © have dif 
banded ; | 
Tavie that remain are under my command. 
Whas 


And heal your ſavage wrongs, ſhall be applied ; 
For to your majeſty we do reſign 

— 4 
On us in marriage- 

Kent. Hear you that, my liege? 

Cord. Then there are gods, and virtue is their 

care. 

Lear. Ist poſſible ? 

Let the ſpheres ſtop their courſe, the ſun make halt, 
The winds be huſh'd, the ſeas and fountains reſt ; 
All nature pauſe, and liſten to the change ! 
Where is my Kent, my Caius ? 

Kent. Here, my liege. 

Lear. Why I have news that will recall thy youth: 
Ha! didft thou hear't, or did th' infpiring gods 
Whiſper to me alone ? Old Lear ſhall be 
A king again. 

Alb. Thy captive daughter too, the wife of 

France, | 
Unranſom'd we enlarge, and ſhall, with ſpeed, 
Give ber ſafe convoy to her royal huſband. 

Lear. Cordelia then is Queen again. Mark that! 
Winds, catch the ſound, 

And bear it on your roſy wings to Heav'n ! 
Cordelia's ſtill a Queen. 
Re-enter 
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Re-enter Edgar with Glacefter. 
. Look, Sir, where picus Edgar comes, 
Leading his eyelets father. 

Glee. Where's my liege ? 
Conduct me to his royal kaces, to hail 
His ſecond birth of empire : my dear Edgar 
Has with hamfclf reveaP'd the king's bick reftaurn- 

non. 

Lear. My poor dark Glo'fter ! 

Glec. Oh, let me kifs that once more ſeepecr'4 hand? 

Leer. Speak, is not that the noble ſutf ring Edgar ? 

Clac. My pious fon, more dear than my loft cyc>. 

Edgar. Your leave, my liege, for an wawekome 

meſſage. 
£4mund (but that's 2 trifle) is expir'd. 

ters, 
Lich by the other poiſon'd, at a banquet : 
This, dying, they conſeſs d. 
Cird. Oh, fatal period of ill-govern'd life ! 
Lear. Ingrateful as they were, my heart feels yer 
A pang of nature for their wictched fall. 

C. Now, gentle gods, give Glo'tter his diſcharge. 

Liar. No, Glo'fter, thou haſt bufineſs yet tor lite; 
Thou, Kent, and I, in fweet tranquility 

Yor. HL. P 


wil 
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At gilded butterflies : And our remains 

Shall in an even courſe of thoughts be paſs'd. 
My child, Cordelia, all the gods can witneſs 
How much thy truth to empire I prefer ! 

Thy bright example ſhall convince the world 
(Whatever ſtorms of fortune are decreed) 

That truth and virtue ſhall at laſt ſucceed. 

[ Exennt mn 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE editor of the following comedy enn. 
contdered it one of the prinerpal turies of 


z rector of a thearre, to atone in fore: menſuce, 
or the mummery which his frwnon obliges him 
» exhibit, by bringing forward the productions 
of our moſt cltcemed writers. The alterations he 
hzarded for this purpoſe having bern generally 
proved, it is needlefs to pont out or enforce 
weir propriety ; much let can he think it nere 
fry to vindicate the eſtabliſhed reputation of 
fe author. Writers of the moſt diſtinguiſhed 
ute and genius have honoured the ter 
Yowns of Bux Jowsos with the moſt il 
2commums ; but the criticks of our day, unawed 
7 authority, and wuſting to the light of their 
n underſtanding, have diſcovered that there is 
ether ingenuity nor contrivance in the fable, 
Sure in the characters, nor wit nor humour in 
de dialogue. The preſent editor, however, cannot 
dar them fo high a compliment, 2 to fuppot it 
=cumbent on him to defend the author and his 
--217c79, or to make any 2pology for having, with 
= wind aſſoſtance of Mr. Garrick, promotes the 

P 3 ; revival 


p RO LOGO. 


| revival of Epicame; the peruſal of which he recom. 
mends in the cloſet, to thoſe few acute ſpirits who 


thought it unworthy of the ſtage. 


We think our fathers fools, ſo wiſe we grow / 
Our wiſer ſons, no doubt, will think us ſo. 


— a 
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Spoken by Mr. PL NAA 


APPY the ſoaring bard who boldly woes 

And wins the favour of, the tragick mule 
He from the grave may call the mighty dead, 
In buſkins and blank verſe the ſtage to tread; 
And join the poet's to th hiſtorian's name. 
Whoſe pencil living follies brings to view, 
Survives thoſe follics, and his portraits too ; 
For laſt year's almanacks are out of date. 


« The 
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Sem ee 


PROLOGUE 


« The Fox, the Alchemiſt, the Silent Woman, 

Done by Ben Jonſon, are out-done by no man.” 

Thus ſung in rough, but panegynck, chimes, 

The wits and criticks of our author's tmes. 

But now we bring him forth with dread and doubt, 

And fear his Jared focts are quite worn our. 

The ſubtle Alchemiſt grows obvolete, 

And Drugger's humour fcarcely keeps him ſweet. 
To-night, if you would feaſt your cyes and cars, 

Go back in fancy near two hundred years ; 

A play of Ruffs and Farthingales review, 

Oid Engliſh faſhions, fuch 25 then were new ! 

Drive not Tom Orner's Bails and Bears away ; 

Worſe Bails and Bears diſgrace the prevent day. 

On fair Collegiates let no critick frown ! 

A Ladicsy' Club ftill holds its rank in town. 

if modern cooks, who nghtly treat rhe pur, | 


Do not quite cloy and furfeir you with wiz, 
From the old kitchen pleaſe to pick 2 bir! 

if once, with hearty ſtomachs to regale 

On old Ben Jonſon's fare, tho fomewhar tale, 
A meal on Bobadil you dergn'd to make, 

Lake Epicarne for his and Kitely's fake ' 
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DaAM ATIs Prior. 


Monose, A. 
Txvewrt, Afr. 
CriexnnoxT, Afr. 
Dave, Ar. 
Sin Joux Daw, Ar. 
La-FooLe, Ar. 
OTTER, Afr. 
CUTBERD, Arr. 
Mors, .. 
Ericonnt, .. 
HavGuTyY, 

CEXTAURE, 

Mavis, 

Nas. Or ran, 

TrusSTY, 


EPk | 


Still to be neat, ill to be det, 
As you were going to a feaſt; 
zan to be powder'd, fill perfun's: 
Lady, it is to be prefum's, 


Though 
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Though art's hid cauſcs are not found, 
All is not ſweet, all is not ſound. 
Give me a look, give me a face, 
That makes fimplicity a grace ; 
Robes looſely flowing, hair as free : 
Such ſweet neglect more taketh me, 
Than all th' adulterics of art; 


Enter Truewit. 


Tru. Why, here's the man that can melt away 
his time, and never feels it! What between his 
miſtreſs abroad, high fare at home, ſoft lodging, 
fine cloaths, and his fiddle ; he thinks the hours 
have no wings, or the day no poſt-borſe. Well, Sir 
nute, or condemn'd to any capital puniſhment to- 
morrow, you would begin then to think, and value 
every particle o your time, eſteem it at the true 
rate, and give all for't. 

Cler. Why, what ſhould a man do? 

Tru. Why, nothing ; or, that, which when wis 
done, is as idle: Hearken after the next horſe» 
race, or hunting-match ; lay wagers ; ſwear upon 
Whitcioot's party; ſpeak aloud, that my lords may 
hear you; viſit my ladies at night, and be able to 

give 
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give em the character of every bowler or better of 
the green. Theſe be the things, wherein your 
faſhionable men cxercifſe themicives, and 1 for 
company. 

Gler. Nay, if 1 have thy authority, Fit not kave 
come to have grey heads, and weas hams; wet 
think on em then; then we'll pray and Gt. 

Tru. Ay, and deſtine only that time of age to 
goodacfs, which our want of adclity will not ket ws 
caploy in evil ? 

Cher. Why, then "tis time cnough. 

Tru. Yes, as if 2 man fhoult feep alt the wm, 
and think to eie his bene the kit diy. Oh, 
Clerimont, fee but our courmon diſcaſc with what 
look upon us, nor be at keifure ww give our affairs 
ſuch diipatch as we expect, when we will never 
do it to ourſelves; not hear, nor regard gurt 

Cler. Fob, thou aft read Plutarch's Morals, now, 
or ſome fuch tedious fellow ; and it hews fo wilety 
with thee ! Till ſpoil thy wit ucterly. Talk awe 
of pins, and feathers, aud Ldics, xd rufhes, 2nd 
{crmons. 

Tre. Well, Sir, if it will at take, I have harmed 

ww 
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to loſe as little of my kindneſs, as I can. I'll do 
good to no man againſt his will, certainly. When 
were you at the college ? 

Cler. What college ? 


Tru. A new foundation, Sir, here i” the town; 


of ladies, that call themſelves the collegiates z and 
give entertainment to all the wits, and braver 
© the time, as they call em: Cry down, or up, 
what they like or diſlike in a brain or a faſhion, 
with moſt maſculine, or rather hermaphbroditicel au- 
thorĩty ; and every day gain to their college ſome 
new probationer. | 

Cler. Who is the preſident ? 

Tru. The grave and youthful matron, the lady 
Haughty. 

Cler. A plague of her autumnal face, her picc'd 

beauty: There's no man can be admitted till ſhe 
be ready, now-a-days, till ſhe has painted, and 
perfum'd. 
Tru. And 2 wiſe lady will keep a guard always. 
I once followed a rude fellow into a chamber where 
the poor madam, for haſte, and troubled, ſnatch'd 
at her peruke, to cover her baldneſs, and put it 
on the wrong way. 

Cler. Oh prodigy ! 

Tru. And the un@nſcionable knave held her in 
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compliment an hour with that revers'd face, when 
I Rill look'd when fhe hould talk from the occher 
{:de. 

Cler. Why, thou ould have relier's her. 

Tru. No faith, I let her alone; as we'll ket this 
argument, if you pleaſe, and paſs tw another. 
When ſaw you Sir Dauphine Eugene ? 

Cr. Not theſe there days. Shall we go to him 
this morning? He is very melancholick, I bear. 
Tra. Sick o the uncle, is be ? I met thas fiff 
piece of formality, his uncle, yelterday, with 2 
huge turbant of night-caps on bis head, buckled 
over his cars. 

Cr. Ob, that's his cuſtom when be walks 
abroad. He can cadure no noiſe, man. 

Tru So | have heard. But is the diſeaſe ſu r- 
dicalous in bim as it is made? They Gy he has 
oFange-Woemen ; aud articics propounded berween 
them: Marry, the chunney-fweepers will not be 
drawn in. 

Cr. No, nor the broom-men : They fan cut 
tidy. He cannot endure 2 coltard-monger, he 
ſwoons if he hear one. 

Tre. Methinks 2 ſmith {ould be ominous. 

Cir. Or any hammer-man. A brazicr © not 

luttered 
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ſuffered to dwell in the pariſh, nor an armourer. 
He would have hang'd a pewterer's *prentice once, 
for being o that trade. 

Tru. A trumpet would fright him terribly, or 
the hau'boys. 

Cler. Out of his ſenſes. The waights of the 
city have a penſion of him not to come near that 
ward. This youth practis d on him one night like 
the bellman, and never left till he had brought him 
down to the door, with a long ſword : And there 
left him flouriſhing with the air. And, another 
time, a ſencer, going to his prize, had his drum 
in his way at my requeſt. 

Tru. A good wag ! How does he for the bells? 

Cler. Why, Sir, he hath choſen a ftreet to live 
in, ſo narrow at both ends, that it will receive no 
coaches, nor carts, nor any of thoſe common noiſes: 
And as for the bells, the frequency of ringing has 
made him deviſe a room, with double walls, and 
treble ciclings; the windows cloſe ſhut and calk'sd: 
And there he lives by candlelight. He turn'd away 
a man laſt week, for having a pair of new ſhoes 
that creak'd. And his fellow waits on him now in 
tennis-court ſocks, or flippers ſfoal'd with wool: 
And they talk to each other in a trunk. See, who 
comes here 

Enter 
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Das. How now ? what ail you, is? dumb ? 

Tru. Struck into one, almost, Lam here, with 
tales of thine uncle | There was never fuch 2 pro» 
digy heard of. 

Das. | would you would once loſe this fubjeA, 
my maſters, for my fake. "They arc uch a you 
are, that have brought mc into that predicament | 
am with him. 

Tru. How is that ? 

Das. Marry, that be will difoberit me. No 
more. He thinks I, and my company, z2rc authors 
of all the ridiculous ones told of him. 

Tru. Sliſe, I would be the author of more to vex 
bim ; that purpoſe deſerves it : It gives the law of 
plaguing him. Fil tell thee what I would da. I 
would make 2 falſe almanack, get it printed; and 
then have him drawn out on 2 coronation-day d 
the Tower-wharf, and kill him with the noiſe of 
the ordnance. Difinberit thee | he cannor, man. 
Art not thou next of blood, and his Gfter's fon 7 

Daz. Ay, but he will thru me our of it, he 
rows, and marry. 

Tru. How! can he endure no noiſe, ad will 
venture on a wife? 

Cler. Yes; why, thou art 2 ſtranger, it ſeems, to 

his 
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his beſt trick, yet. He has employ'd a fellow this 
half year, all over Engiand, to hearken bim out 2 
dumb woman ; be ſhe of any form, or any quality, 
ſo ſhe be able to bear children: Her filence is 
dowry enough, he 1ays. 

Tru. But 1 truit he has found none. 

Cler. No; but he has heard of one that's lodg'd 
7 the next ſtreet to him, who is excecdingly foft- 
ſpoken; thrifty of her ſpeech ; that ſpends but fix 
words a-day z and her he's about now, and fhall 
hare her. 

Tru. Ist pollible ? who is his agent i” the buſineſs? 

Cler. Marry, 2 baibcr; an honeſt fellow, one 

Tru. Why, you oppreſs me with wonder! A 
woman, and a barber, and love no noiſe ? 

er. Yes, faith. The fellow trims him filently, 
and has not the ſnap with his ſheers or his fingers: 
And that continency in a barber he thinks fo cmi- 
nent a virtue, as it has made him chief of his 
counſel. 

Tru. Is the barber to be ſeen? or the wench ? 

Cler. Yes, that they are. 

Tru. I prixthee, Dauphine, let's go thither. 

Dex. I have ſome buſineſs now: I cannot i faith. 

Tre. Tou ſtall have no buſineſs ſhall make you 
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neglect this, Sir ; we'll make ber talk, believe it; 
or if the will not, we can give out at leaſt, fo much 
» ſhall interrupt the treaty: We will break «©. 
Thou art bound in confcience, when he fuſpects 
thee without cauſe, to torment him. 
Das. Not I, by any mcans. I'll give no fuffrage 
tot. He ſhall never have that ples againit me, 
that I oppos'd the leaſt fancy of his. Let ict be 
upon my ſtars to be guilty, Fl be innocent. 

Tru. Yes, and be poor, and beg ; do, innocent ; 
| prythee, Ned, where Gives the ? let him be in- 
aocent till. 


Cr. Why, right over-againt the bacder's; in 
the houſe where Sir John Daw lives. 
Tru. You do not mean to confound me ! 
Ur. Why ? 
Tru. Does he that would marry ber know 
much ? 


Ar. 1 cannot tell. | 

Tra. "Twere enough of impatation to her with 
kim. 

Cher. Why ? 

Tra. The only talking Sir 7 the tan! Jack 
Daw ! and he teach her not to ſpeak ! God N Ne 
| have ſome buſineſs too. 

ur. Will you not go thither then ? 

Vo. II. hy 2 
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Tru. Not with the danger to meet Daw, for 
mine cars. 

Cler. Why ? I thought you two had been upon 
very good terms. 

Tru. Yes, of kceping diſtance. 

Cler. They ſay, he is a very good ſcholar. 

Tra. Ay, and he fays it firſt. A fellow that 
pretends only to learning, buys titles, and nothing 
elſe of books in him. 

Cr. The world reports him to be very learned. 

Tru. I am ſorry, the world ſhould ſo confpire 
to belic him. 

Cler. Good faith, I have heard very good thing: 
come from him. 

Tru. You may. There's none fo deſperately 
ignorant to deny that : Would they were his own' 
God b you, gentlemen. LE: baftz;. 

Alenent Dauphine, Clerimont, Boy. 

Cler. This is very abrupt 

Daz. Con. c, you are a ſtrange open man, to tel 
every thing thus. 

Cler. Why, believe it, Dauphine, Trucwit's 3 
very honeſt fellow. 

Dax. I think no other ; but this frauk nature of 
his is not for ſecrets. 


Cr. 
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Cler. Nay then, you arc miſtaken, Dauphine : 
] know where he has been well trusted, and dif 
charg'd the truſt very truly, and heartily. 

Das. I contend not, Ned ; but, with the fewer 
2 bufincſs is carried, it is ever the aer. Now we 
are alone, if you'll go thither, I for you. 

Ar. When were you there? 

Daz. Laſt night ; and fuch fport has fallen our! 
Daw does nothing but court ber ; and the wrong 
way. He would feduce her, and praifes her mon 
deſty ; defires that ſhe would talk and be free, and 
commends her flence in verſes ; which he reads, 
and ſwears are the beſt that ever man made. Then 
rails at his fortuncs, Ramps, and raves that he is 
not made 2 privy-countcllor, and cd w av of 
Rate. We arc invited to aner wgether, he and 
I, by one that came thither to him, Sic La-Fook. 

Cler. Oh, that's a precious manaikin ! 

Daz. Do you know bim? 

Cher. Ay; and he will know you too, if c'erbe 
faw you but once, the” you ſhould meet him at 
church in the midfit of prayers. He will flue a 
judge upon the bench, and 2 biſhop in the pulpit, 
2 hwyer when he is pleading at the bar, and 2 lady 
when the is dancing in 2 maſque, and put her out. 

2 ww 
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to em aloud out of his window, as they tide by in 
coaches. He has a lodging in the Strand on 
purpoſe : Or to watch when ladies are gone to the 
China houſes, or the Exchange, that he may meet 
em by chance, and give em preſents, ſome two 
or three hundred pounds worth of toys, to be 
laugh'd at. He is never without a ſpare banquet, 
or fwect-meats in his chamber, for women to alight 
at, and come up to for a bait. 

Don. Enceliont! What is his Choiliien cams{ 
I have forget. 

Cler. Sir Amorous La-Foole. 

Boy. The gentleman is here that owns that 
name. 

Cler. "Heart, he's come to invite me to dinner, 1 
hold my life. 

Dax. Like enough: Prithee let's have him up- 

Cler. She him in, boy! {Exit bey. ] I'll make bim 
tell us his pedigree, now ; and what meat he bas 
to dinner; and who arc his gueſts z and the whole 
courſe of his fortunes, with a breath. 


Enter La-Fozle. 


La-F. Save dear Sir Dauphine! honour'd maſter 
Cicrunont ! 

Cler. Sir morous you liave very much honoured 
my lodging with your preſence. LF 
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La-F. Good faith, it is a fine lodging ! almot, 2s 
cclicate a lodging 2 manc. 

Cler. Not fo, Sir. 

L. Excuſc me, Sir, if is were 7 the Strand, 
I afure you. 1 am come, Mater Chrimont, w 
intreat you to wait upon two or three ladies, © 
inner to-day. 

Cr. Where hold you your feaſt ? 

La-F. At Tem Quer's, Sir. 

Das. Tom Otter? Whar's he? 

La-F. Captain Orter, Sir; he is a kind of gameiter, 
dut he has had command boch by ica and by lan. 

Das. Oh, then he is an amphabrous animal. 

La-F. Ay, Sir: bis wife was the tich chinawo- 
man, that the courtixrs vitieed io often ; that gave 
ber rare catertainment. She commands all at 


dome. 


Cler. Then, the is captain Oer. 

La-F. You fay very well, Sir; he is my kin 
woman, 2 La-Foole by the mother-fide, and wilt 

Das. Nat of the La-Foole's of Effex ? 

La-F. No, Sir, the La-Foole's of Londen; a 
wry aumerous family. 

U. Now he's in. 

La-F. They all come out of our houſe, the Lan 

Q 3 Fous's 
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Foole's o the North, the La-Foole's of the Weſt, 
the La-Foole's o the Eaſt and South. We are as 
ancient a family as any is in Europe. But I myſelf 
am deſcended lineally of the Freach La-Foole's. 
And, we do bear our coat yellow ; Or, checker'd 
Azure, and Gule:, and ſome three or four colours 
more, which is 2 very noted coat, and has, ſome- 
times, becn ſolemnly worn by divers nobility of 
our houſe—but let that go, antiquity is not re- 
ſpected now.— I had a brace of fat does ſent me, 
gentlemen, and half a dozen of pheaſants, a dozen 
or two of godwits, and ſome other fowl, which 1 
would wiſh caten, while they are good, and in 
good company. There will be a great lady o 
two, my lady Haughty, my lady Centaure, Miſtreſs 
Dol Mavis. And they come o' purpoſe, to fee the 
Silent Gentlewoman, Miſtreſs Epicarne, that bo- 
neſt Sir John Daw has promiſed to bring thither. 
And then, Miſtreſs Truſty, my lady's woman, will 
be there too, and this honourable knight, Sir 
we'll be very merry, and hwe fidlers and dance. - 
I have been a mad wag in my time, and have 
ſpent ſome crowns fince I was 2 page in court, 
to my lord Lofty, and after, my lady's gentleman- 
uſher, who got me knighted in Ireland, fince it 
pleaſcd 
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pleaſed my elder brother to dic. I had as fair a 
gold jerkin on that day, as any was worn in the 
Hand Voyage, or at Cadiz, none difprais'd, and 
I] came over in it hither, hew'd myſelf to my 
ficnds in court, aud after went down to my tenants 
in the country, and furvey's my kads, ky new 
icaſes, took their money, ſpent it in the eve o the 
hand here, upon hadics. And now 1 can whe wp 
at my pleaſure. 

Dax. Can you take up ladies, Sir? 

Chr. Oh, let him breathe; he has not recorer's. 

Das. Would 1 were your half, in that cor 
modity. 

La-F. No, Sis, excuſe me: 1 meant money, 
which can take wp any thing. 1 have another 
gueſt, or two, to invite, and foy as much w, gen- 
temen. I'll take my leave abruptly, in hope you 
will not fail—your fervant. 

Das. We will not fail you, Sic precious La-Fooie; 
[Exit Lo-Foake.) but the hall, that your hulics 
come to fee ; if I have credis afore Six Daw. 

Cr. Did you ever bear fuch a bullows-blower 
as this? 

Das. Or fuch a rook as the other! that wilt 
betray his miſtreſs to be ſeen. Come, dis time we 
prevented it. 

Cler, Go. Poor Sir Amorous ! { Excunt laughing. 

Q4 ACT 
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. 


An apartment in the hſe of Moreſe. 


Meroſe, Mute. 


Atbprefe. 

— g,cny rwntpawaradgy4y 

method, to ſave my fervants the labour 
of ſpecch, and mine cars the diſcord of ſounds? 
Let me ſee: All diſcourſes but my own afflit 
me ; they ſeem harſh, impertinent, and tireſome. 
Is it not poſſible, that thou ſhouldſt anſwer me 
by ſigns, and I apprehend thee, fellow ? ſpeak not, 
though I queſtion you. [Mt the breaches fill the 
ſellew makes legs er figns.) You have taken the 
ring off from the ſtreet-door, as I bad you? an» 
ſwcr me not by ſpeech, but by filence, unleſs it be 
otherwiſe ( ) very good. And, you have 
faltencd on a thick quilt, or flock-bed, on the 
outſide of the door; that if they knock with their 
daggers, or with brickbats, they can make no 
noiſe ? but with your leg, your anſwer, unlcis it 
be otherwite (——) very good. a 
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fie modeſty in 2 ſervant, but good tate and difcre- 
tion in a maſter. And you have been with Cut 
berd the barder, to have him come to me ? — 
good. And he will come prefently?* anfwer me 
not but with your leg, walks it be otherwiſe: bit 
it be otherwiſe, ſhake your head, or ſhrug. (——) 
80. Your Italian, and Spaniard, arc wite in thee ! 
and it is a frugal and comely gravity. How long 
will it be ere Cutherd come? tay! if an hows, 
bold up your whole hand; if half an hour, wo 
fingers ; if a quarter, one; (——) 2 curied fnger? 
baif a quarter. "Tis well, And have you given 
him a key, to come in without knocking 7 (—} 
good. And is the lock oiled, and the hinges, 
to-day ? (——) good. And the quilting of the 
Lais no where worn out and bare? (——) very 
good. I fee, by much doctrine, it may be <#ecteds; 
Rand by. The 'Turk, in his divine bfcipline, is 
admirable, exceeding all the potentares of the 
curth j fill waited on by mutcs z and l has comme 
mands fo executed; yet, ever in the war | 45 | have 
heard) and in his marches, moſt of bis chu ++ and 
quite art ! and 1 am heartily aſhamed, and angry 
oftentimes, that the princes of Chrittemlun, ©. 4 
oſſer a Barbarian to tranſcend cm un fo hich + owt 


\ 
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of felicity. I will pratiſe it hereafter. [Hons 

without.) How now? ob! oh! what vilkin, 

what prodigy of mankind is that? look. [Exit 

Mute.) Oh! cut his throat, cut his throat! 

What murderer, hell-hound, devil, can this be? 
[One winds a born without again. 
Re-enter Mute. 


Mute. A poſt from the court—— 
Mar. Out, rogue, and muſt thou blow thy horn, 
too ? 

Aute. Alas, it is a poſt from the court, Sir, that 
ſays, he muſt ſpeak with you on pain of death— 

Afor. Pain of thy life, be filent ? [Horn agen. 


Then enter Truewit. 


Tru. By your leave, Sir! I am a ſtranger here: 
Is your name maſter Moroſc ? Is your name maſter 
Moroſe? Fiſhes? Pythagoreans all? This is ſtrange. 
What ſay you, Sir? nothing? Has Harpocrates 
been here with his club, among you ? Well, Sir, 
I will believe you to be the man at this time: I wil 
venture upon you, Sir. Your friends at coun 
commend em to you, 8 

Aer. O men! O manners! Was there ever 
ſuch an impudcnce ? 


Tru. 
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Tru. And are extremely folicitous for you, Sis. 

Aer. Whoſe knave are you ? 

Tru. Mine own knave, and your compeer, Sir. 

Aer. Fetch me . ( Me grong. 

Tru. You thall taſte the one baif of my dagger, 
if you do, groom ; and you the other, if you fiir, 
dir: Be patient, | charge you, in the king's name, 
we to marry z; to marry! do you mark, Sir? 
Afr. How then, rude companion ? 
Tre. Marry, your friend do wonder, Sir, the 
Thames being fo near, wherein you may lrown 
ſo handſomely, or Loadon-Bridge, x 2 low Gall, 
with a ſine leap to hurry you down the bam os 
lach a delicate ficeple in the ww 3s Buw, w 1awt 
from ; or a aver height, as Paul's; or, f you 4 
kefted to do it nearer home, and + homer was, 
an excellent garret-window ing the #reet ; on, x 
beam in the ſaid garret, with this halter, | He Pow 
tim @ batter.) which they have Cut, aa dere that 
you would fooner commit your grave had w this 
knot, than to the wedlock nooſe; or take x link 
lublimate, and go out of the workd, |<: + rat: Any 
way, rather than to follow this goblia Marrimony. 
Alas, Sir, do you ever think to fiad à chaſte wite, 
a theſe times ? now ? when there are i many 
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maſques, plays, fanatical preachers, mad folks, and 
other ſtrange ſights to be ſeen, daily private and 
publick ? If you had liv'd in king Ethelred's time, 
Sir, or Edward the Conſeſſor's, you might, perhaps, 
have found in ſome cold country hamlet, then, 2 
dull froſty wench, would have been contented with 
one man: Now, they will as ſoon be pleas d with 
one leg, or one eye. I'll tell you, Sir, the mon- 
ſtrous hazards you ſhall run with a wife. 

Mer. Good Sir, have I ever cozen'd any friends 
of yours of their land? bought their poſſcſhons ? 
taken forfeit of their mortgage? begg'd a reverhon 
from em? what have I done that may deſerve 
this ? 

Tru. 708 but your iich 


vitiated your mother, raviſh'd your fifter—— 

Tru. I would kill you, Sir, I would kill you, if 
you had. 

Mer. Why, you do more in this, Sir. 

Tru, Alas, Sir, I am but a meſſenger : I but tell 
you, what you muſt hear. It ſeems, your friends 
are carcſul after your ſoul's health, Sir, and would 
have you know the danger ; if, after you are ma- 
ried, your wiſe do run away with a vaulter, or the 
| Frenchman 
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where ſhe muſt have that rich gown for ſuch 2 
great day; a new one for the next; a richer for 
the third ; be ſer d in filver; have the chamber 
fill'd with a ſucceſhou of grooms, footmen, uſhers, 
and other meſſengers ; beſdes embroiderers, jewel- 
lers, tirewomen, ſempſtets, feather-men, perfu- 
mers; while ſhc feels not how the land drops away, 
nor the acres melt ; nor ſoreſces the change, when 
the mercer has your woods for her velvets. 

Afr. Gentle Sir, ha' you done? ha' you had 
your pleaſure o me ? 

Tru. Yes, Sir: God Þ' yon, Sir. [Going r6- 
turns. ] One thing more (which I had almoſt forgot). 
This too, with whom you are to marry, may have 
made 2 conveyance of her virginity aforchand, as 
your wiſe widows do of their ſtates, before they 
marry, in truſt to ſome friend, Sir, and antedate 
you cuckold. The like has been heard of in nature. 
Tis no devis'd impoſſchle thing, Sir. God hw you! 
Tu be bold to leave this rope with you, Sir, for 2 
remembrance, Farewell, Mute. [ Exit. 

Mer. Come, ha' me to my chamber: But firſt 
ſuut the door. Oh, ſhut the door: Is he come 
again ? [The horn again. 


Futer 
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Enter Cutherd. 
Cath. "Tis I, Sir, your barder. 
Afer. Oh, Cutberd, Cutberd, Cutberd ' here has 

been 2 cut-throat with me : Help ae n w my bed, 

ind give me phyfick with thy count. [Zac 
Scene changes ts Sir fee Dow's. 

Dew. Nay, an ſhe will, let her refuſe ar ber own 

charges: "Tis nothing to me, gentiemen. Bur te 

will not be invited io the like fealts os guetts ovary 

Ms 

Chr. Oh, by no means, he may not refufmm tn 

ftay at home, if you love your reputation : Slighe, 

you are iavited thither c purpoit w be en, and 
haugh's at by the lady of the college, and her has 
dows. "This trumpeter hatch prockin'd you. 

[They 4offnade ber provatul. 
Das. You ſhall not go; ket him be ug d at in 

your ſtead, for not bringing you : And put him to 

his faculty of fookng, and talking loud ww tasty 
the company. 

Chr. He will fuſpe&t us; talk aloud. Pray, mil 
treſs Epicarne, let's fee your verſes z we have Sir 

John Daw's leave : Du not conceal your frovant's 


Dew. 
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Daw. Shew 'em, miſtreſs, ſhew em; I dare own 
em. Nay, I'll read em myſelf too: An author 
muſt recite his own works. It is a madrigel of 
modeſty. 
Modeſt, and fair, for fair and good are near 
Neighbours, howc'er.—— 


Dau. Very good. 
Cler. Ay, is't not ? 
But two in one. 
Dau. Excellent 
Cler. That again, I pray, Sir John. 
Dax. It has ſomething in't like rare wit and ſenſc. 
Cler. Peace. 
Daw. No noble virtue ever was alone, 
But two in one. 
Then, hen I praiſe ſweet modeſty, I praiſe 
Bright beauty's rays: 
And having prais'd both beauty and modeficc, 
I have prais'd thee. 
Dan. Admirable ! 
Cler. How it chimes, and crics tink r the cloſe, 
divine!y ! 
Dau. Ay, "tis Scneca. 
Cer. No, I think tis Plutarch. 
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Daw. "The plague on Plutzrch and Seneca? 8 
hate it: Mine own imaginations, by that lighe. 1 
wonder thoſe fellows have fuch credit with gente 
men ! 

Cler. They are very grave authors. 

Daw. Grave afſes! mere cfayilts! 2 few hook 
ſentences, and that's all. A man would mik ©, 
his whole age; 1 do utter as good things cvery 
bour, if they were collected and bier, d, as cuher 
of em. 

Dax. Indeed, Sir John? 
br avertes too. 

Das. Ay, and being prefident of em, as be is. 

Daw. "There's Ariitocle, a mere common-place 
fellow ; Plato, adifcourſcr ; Thucydider, and Live, 
tedious and dry; Tacitus, an cite Lact; mc» 

Cler. What do you think of the poets, Sir Joha ? 

Daw. Not wor © be nan'd for authors. 
Homer, an old tedious prolix as, talks of curmricns, 
and chines of beef 3; Vingil, of dunging of kad, 
and bees Horace, of I know act what. 

Chr. I think fo. 

Daw. And fo Pinder, Lycophoun, Anacreon, 
Catullus, Lucan, Prepertius, Tibulkus, Mittal, 
Ver. III F. Jen. 


rr were. 
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Juvenal, Auſonius, Statius, Politian, Valerius, 
Flaccus, and the reſt—— 

Cler. What a fack full of names he has got! 

Dau. And how he pours em out ! Fore Heaven, 
you have a ſimple learn d ſervant, lady, in titles. 

Cler. I muſe a miſtreſs can be fo filent to the 
qualities of ſuch a ſervant. 

Daw. Silence is her virtuc, Sir. I have written 
ſomewhat of her filence too. 

Dau. In verſe, Sir John ? How can you juſtify 


your own being a poet, that fo flight all the old 


not a poct z you have of the wits that write verſcs, 


and yet are no poets: They are poets that live by 
it, the poor fellows that live by it. But filence! 


Silence in woman, is like ſpeech in man; 


Deny't who can? 
Dau. Not I, believe it: Your reaſon, Sir. 
Daw. Nor is't a tale, 
That ſemale vice ſhould be a virtue male, 
Or maſcuhne vice a female virtue be: 
| You ſhall it ſee 


Prorv'd with iacrealc : 
1 know to ipcak, and ſhe to hold her peace. 
o 
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Do you conceive me, gentlemen ? 

Dau. No, faith ; how mean you with aacroaſe, 
Sir John ? 

Daw. Why, with increaſe is, when I count her 
for the common cauſe, and the fays nothing, but 
conjentire videtur ; and in ume is provide. 

Epi. Pray give me my verſes again, fervans. 

Daw. If you'll ak 'can aloud, you bail. 

Epi. Pray give me my verſes again, frvanc. 

Daw. Stay, I muſt keep thete myel, bur FY 
go make out another copy, and you hall hawre 
them immediately, miſtres. { X.[-- +.» bund end ai. 
Cle, See, here's Trucwit again. 


Enter Trust. 
Where haſt thou been, in the zzne of madunck ! 
thus accoutred with thy horn? 

Tru. Where the found of it might have ec 
your ſenſcs with gde, had you been ian cans 
reach of it. Davuphiac, fall down and worthip ac, 
| have forbid the bans, lad: 1 have Nea with thy 
virtuous uncle, and have broke the mach. 

Dax. You ba not, I hope. 

Tru. Yes, faith; an thou houldit hope others 
wiſe, I ſhould repent me : This hors got me cn 
uance z kiſs it. I bad no either way ww get in, bus 
Rz by 
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by feigning to be a poſt : But when I got in once, 
I prov'd none, but rather the contrary, turn'd him 
of marriage. If ever Gorgon were ſeen in the 
ſhape of a woman, he hath ſeen her in my deſcrip- 
tion. Why do you not applaud and adore me, 
Sirs? Why ſtand you mute? Are you ſtupid? 
You are not worthy o' the benefit. 

Dax. Did not I tell you? Miſchief ! 

Cler. I would you had plac'd this benefit fome- 
where cc. 

Tru. Why ſo? 

Cler. Lou have done the moſt inconſiderate, raſh, 
weak thing, that ever man did to his friend. 

Dau. Friend! If the moſt malicious enemy I 
have, had ſtudied to inflit an injury upon me, it 
could not be a greater. | 

Tru. Wherein ? For Heav'n's ſake, gentlemen, 
come to yourſelves again. 

Dan. But I preſag d thus much afore to you. 

Cler. Would my lips had been ſolder d when 1 
fpake on't! What mov'd you to be thus imper- 
tinent 7 

Tru. My maſters, do not put on this ſtrange face 
to Ee my courteſy; Off with this vizor. Have 
poor! turns done you, and thank em this way! 

| Do:. 


| — * * 
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Dax. You have undone me. That which I have 
plotted for, and becn maturing now theſe four 
months, you have blaſted in 2 inne: Now Lam 
loſt, I may fpeak. This gentiewoman was lody's 
berc by me o purpoſe, and to be put upon my wack, 
quital of ſuch a fortune as to marry him, would 
have made me very ample conditions ; where now, 
ail my hopes are utterly miſcarricd by this unlucky 
accident. 

Cher. Thus ua, when a man will be ignorancly 
officious, do fervices, and not know his wiy: £ 
wonder what courtcous itch pose d you! You 
never did abſurder part 7 your life, nor a greater 
treſpaſs to friendſhip or humanity. 

Dax. Faith, you may forgive it beſt ; tees your 
cauſe principally. 

Chr. 1 know it; would it had nor? 


Emer Cutherd. 


Dax. How now, Cutberd ? what news ? 

Cat. The beſt, the happict that ever was, Sir? 
There has been a mad geneleman with your wacie 
this morning (I think this be the gente man that 
bas almoſt talk d him out of his wits, with theeuton» 
yz hun from mar 
R 3 


Den. 
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Dax. On, I pr'ythee ! 

Cut. And your uncle, Sir, he thinks twas done 
by your procurement therefore he will ſee the 
party you wot of preſently; and if he like her, be 
ſays, and that ſhe be fo inclining to dumb, as 1 
hare told him, he ſwears he will marry her to-day, 
inſtantly, and not defer it a minute longer. 

Dax. Excellent] beyond our expectation ! 

Tru. Beyend cur cxpetietion? by this Bi, | 
knew it would be thus. 

Daz. Nay, ſweet Trucwit, forgive me. 

Tru. No, I was ignorantly ,, impertinent : 
This was the abſurd, weak part. 

Cler. Wilt thou aſcribe that to merit now, was 
mere fortune ? 

Tru. Fortune] mere management. Fortune had 
not a finger in't. I ſaw it muſt neceſſarily in na- 
ture fall out ſo: My genius is never falſe to me in 
theſe things. Shew me how it could be otherwiſe. 

Dax. Nay, gentlemen, contend not ; tis well 
now. 

Tru. Alas, I let him go on with incenfiderate, 
and refb, and what he plcas'd. 

Cler. Away, thou ſtrange juſtifier of thyſelſ, to 
be wiſer than thou wert, by the event! 

Tru. Event! by this light, I ſoreſaw it, as well 
as the ſtars themſclves. 

Dar, 
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Das. Nay, gentlemen, tis well now: Do you 
1 ſend her away with inſtructions. 


Tra. Tü be acquainted with ber firſt, by your 


favour. 
Cr. Maſter Trucwit, lady, 2 friend of ours. 
Tres. I am forry | have not known you fooncr, 
lady, to celebrate this rare virtue of your lence. 
Cr. Faith, an you had come fooncr, you fhould 
ha ſeen and heard her well celebrated in Sir John 
Daw's madrigals. [ Exe. Dun. Ex. and Cx. 


Re-enter Daw. 

Tru. Jack Daw, fave you; when fow you La- 
Foole ? 

Daw. Not face ki night, maiter Turn. 
Tra. That's a miracle! 1 thought you had been 
inſeparable. 

Daw. He's gone to invite his gueſts. 

Tru. God fo! "tis tur. What 2 falſe memory 
have I towards that man! 1 am one: I met him 
cv'n now, upon that he calls his delicate fine black 
horſe, rid into a foam, with poſting from place 
do place, and perſon to perſon, to give him the axe. 
| Never was poor captain took more pains at a muſter 
to ſhew men, than he, at this mcal, to hew friends. 
R4 Daw. 
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Daw. Is miſtreſs Epicarne gone? 

Cler. Gone afore, with Sir Dauphine, I warrant, 
to the place. 

Tru. Gone afore! that were a manifeſt injury, 
a diſgrace and a half; to refuſc Sir John at ſuch a 
feſtival time as this, bcing a bravery, and a wit too. 

Cler. Tut, he'll ſwallow it like cream: He's 
better read, than to eſteem any thing a diſgrace, 
is offered him from a miſtreſs. 

Daw. Nay, let her cen go; ſhe ſhall Gt alone, 
and be dumb in her chamber a week together, for 
John Daw, I warrant her; Does ſhe refuſe me? 

Cler. No, Sir, do not take it ſo to heart: Good 
faith, Trucwit, you were to blame to put it into 
his head, that ſhe does refuſe him. 

Tru. Sir, ſhe does refuſe him palpably, however 
you mince it. An I were as be, I would fwear 
to ſpeak ne'er a word to her to-day for't. 

Daw. By this light, no more I will not. 

Tru. Nor to any body elſe, Sir. 

Daw. Nay, I will not ſay fo, gentlemen. 

Cler. It had been an excellent happy condition 
for the company, if you could have drawn him to it. 

Daw. Tl be very melanchelich, i faith. 

Cler. As a dog, if I were as you, Sir John. 

Tru. Or a ſnail, cr a wood-louſe : I would roll 

myſcif 
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myſelf up for this day in woch, they houkd not 
unwind me. 

Dow. By this pick-cooth, ſo I will. 

Cler. "Tis well done: He begins alrcady to be 
angry with his teeth. 

Daw. Will you go, gentlemen ? 

Cler. Nay, you muſt walk alone, if you be right 
melancholick, Sir John. 

Tru. Yes, Sir, we'll dog you, we'll follow you 
afar of. [Exit Sir Fab. 

Cler. Was there ever ſuch 2 two-yurus of kmighte 
hood meaſur d out by time, to be ol to lughter ? 

Tru. A mere talking molc! hang him: No 
muſhroom was ever fo freſh. A fellow e uwirerly 
nothing, as be knows aot what he would be. 

Cr. Let's follow bim: But firſt, . go © 
Dauphine ; he's hovering about the huutc, to hear 
what news. 

Tru. Content. [En 


Scene, the benſe of Marnje. 


Ae. Welcome, Cutberd ; draw near with your 
fair charge: And in her car, foitly cnercat her ws 
uamaik (——) So. I the door hat? oo —} 
Enough. 


250 BEPICOENE, on, 


Enough. Now, Cutberd, with the ſame diſcipline 
I uſe to my family, I will queſtion you. As1 
conceive, Cutberd, this gentlewoman is ſhe you 
have provided, and brought, in hope ſhe will fir 
me in the place and perſon of a wife ? ) Very 
well done, Cutberd. I conceive beſides, Cutberd, 
education, and qualitics, or clſe you would not 
prefer her to my acceptance, in the weighty con- 
ſequence of marriage. This I conceive, Cutberd. 
(— Very well done, Cutberd. Give aſide now 
a little, and leave me to examine her condition, 
and aptitude to my aſfection. Give afide ! [Cutberd 
retires.) She is exceeding fair, and of a fpecial 
good farour;. a ſweet compoſition, or harmony of 
limbs; her temper of beauty has the true height 
of my blood. {He goes about ber, and views ber.) 
The knave hath exceedingly well fitted me with- 
out: I will now try her within. Come near, fair 
gentlewoman. [ At the breaks ſhe curt fs. ] Let not 
my behaviour ſeem rude j though unto you, being 
rare, it may haply appear ſtrange. (——) Nay, lady, 
you may ſpeak, though Cutberd and my man might 
not; for of all ſounds, only the ſweet voice of 2 
fair lady has the juſt length of mine cars. I be- 
ſeech you, fay, lady; out of the firſt fire of meeting 

eycs 
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eyes (they fay) love is ftricken : Do you feel zny 
ſuch motion ? ha, lady? (——) A, key, theſe 
anſwers by filent curt'hes are too courticfs amd 
fmple. Can you ſpeak, dy? 

Epi. Judge you, forſoorh. [Sher fronts foftty. 
Afr. What fay you, lady? Speak our, I befeech 


you. 

EN. Judge you, forſoorh. 

Afr. Of my judgment, 2 divine foſmefs" Ex 
cellent ! Divine ! If it were peffible Ge out hold 
out thus! Peace, Curtberd; thou wrt made for cver, 
as thou haſt made me, it this folicicy have laſting : 
Bur I will try her further. And con you, dezy 
hdy, not taking pleaſurc in your rongu- ch 
woman's chicfeſt pleaſure) think it pause w 
anſwer me by filent geſtures ? 

Epi. I ſhould be forry clic. 

Ar. What fay you, kdy? Cood lady, freak 
our. 

Epi. T ſhould be forry clfe. 

Aer. That forrow doth fill me with phtnefs. 
Ob, Moroſe! thou art happy above mankin!! 
Pray that thou may't contain thyſelf. Bur bene 
me, fair lady ; I doalfo lore to fee her whom hall 
chuſc, to be the firſt and principal in all ah 
and how will you be able, lady, with ths Frupeiy 
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lord s, and the fixtecnth lady's letter, kinfman; and 
it ſhall do you no good, kinfman. Your knight- 
hood itfclf ſhall come on its knees, and it hall be 
rejected; it hall be ſued for its fees to execution, 
and not be redeem'd ; it hall cheat at the rwchre- 
penny ordinary, for its dict ail the term time, 2 
tell tales for it in the vacation to the boite it 
u ſhall not have money to diſcharge one tavern- 
reckoning, to invite the old creditors to forbear, or 
the new, that hould be, to truſt. It hall not have 
hope to repair itſelf by Ceontt:»ntinopic, Ireland or 
Virginia; but the beſt ud laft fortune to it knight- 
hood ſhall be, to make Doll Tarent, or Kate 
Common a hady, and fo «nighthous may cat. . 


* Creme the firect. 
Enter Truewit, Dazyhine, C. 

Tru. Are you ſure be is not gone by ? 

Das. No, I ftaid in the ſhop cver fince. 

Cr. But he may take the other end of the hae. 

Dez. No; 1 told him I would be here at this 
end: | appointed him hirher. 
Tra. What 2 barbarian te f&zy then? 
Dex. Y omder be comes. 


Cle. 
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Cler. And his charge left behind him, which is 
a very good fign, Dauphinc. 

Enter Cutberd. 

Dau. How now, Cutberd ? ſuccceds it or no ? 

Cut. Paſt imagination, Sir, cmnia ſecunda ; you 
could not have pray d to have had it fo well; Sattar 
ſenex, as it is i the proverb ; he docs triumph in 
his fclicity, admires the party ! He has given me 
the leaſe of my houſe too; and I am now going 
for a ſilent miniſter to marry em, and away. 

Tru. "Slight, get one of the filenc'd miniſters ; 
a zcalous brother would torment him purely. 

Cut. Cum privilegio, Sir. 

Dax. O, by no means! let's do nothing to binder 
it now: When 'tis done and finiſhed, I am for 
you, for any device of vexation. 

Cut. And that ſhall be within this halſ-hour, 
upon my dexterity, gentlemen. Contrive what you 
can in the mean time, bonis avi. [ Exit. 

Cirr. How the flave doth Latin it! 

Tru. It would be made a jeſt to poſterity, Sirs, 
this day's mirth, if you will aſſiſt. 

Aer. Beſhrew his heart that will not, I pronounce. 

Dau. And for my part. What is't? 

Tru. To tranſlate all La-Voole's company, and 
bis feall, thither to-dav, to celebrate this bride-alc. 

Des. 
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Das. Ay, marry ; but how vit be doae ? 
Tre. I'll undenake the ing aft the hdw 
gucits thither, and then the moat mull follow. 

Cr. For heaven's Gke, kes cect in; it will be 
an excellent comedy of Actions, tw many wreornl 
noiſes. 

Dax. But are they not at the other place already, 
thank you ? 

Tre. Fil warrant you, not the college-honours : 
one o their faces bas not che promiang-coluue Lud 
on yet. 

Chr. O, but they'll rife carlice than ordinary wo 
2 feaſt. 

Tre. Bck go, and fee, aud ure ouricives. 

Cler. Who knows the boule ? 

Tru. I'll lead you ; were you never there yer 7 

Das. Not I. 

Cher, Ner L 

Tru. Where ba you liv'd then? not know Tom 
Outer 

Cler. No: What is he ? 
or La-Foole, if not ſuperior; and dues Latin it 
a> much as your barber : He is his wiſe's fubject, 
be calls her Princeſs, and at fuch times as theſe 
fullows ber up and down the houſe like 2 pages 
wah 
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with his hat off, partly for heat, partly for reverence. 
At this inſtant he is marſhalling of his bull, bear, 
and horte. 

Dar. Bull, bear, and horſe ! What be thoſe, in 
the name of Sphinx ? 

Tru. Why, Sir, he has been a great man at the 
Bear-garden in his time, and from that ſport has 
tz*en the witty denomination of his chief 
cups. One he calis his bull, another his bear, another 
his horſe. And then he has his leſſer glaſſes, that 
he calls his deer and his ape; and ſeveral degrees 
of them too; and never is well, nor thinks any 
entertainment perfect, till theſe be brought out, 
and ſet o the cupboard. Nav, he has a thouſand 
things as good. He will rail on his wife, with cer- 
tain common-places, bchind ber back ; and to ber 
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Wi. Mk. III. 


Scene, Otter's be. 
Enter Otter, and Ms. Otter. 


Otter. 


AY, good princeſs, hear me dne werke # 
. Otter. By that hehe Tu have wow 
chain d up, with your bull-Jogs ind bean dogs, i 
url, i'faicth. You were bet bait ae with $owr bub, 
bear, and horſe! Never a tice that the cournticrs 
er collegiates come to the at, but you muxc 4 
2 Shrove-Tuciday! I woult bane you ger war 
Wifoatide velvet (ap. and your Raf wwe wad, 
to entertain em; Fes un n, d- 

Orter. Not fo, prince, et n Nr. wider core 
tec tion, facet bn t. Eels 2D 
[| am known to the cuantiers br: Þ + porn 
w them for my humous, an. oe nun nk &, 
awd io cxpe it. Tom Ouxr's bak, tran, ad 
derte, arc kaowa allover Log) and, i ro as ww 4. 

Vel Ul. 8 * 
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Mrs. Otter. "Fore me, 1 will na-twre em over 10 
Paris-garden, and nature you thither too, if you 
pronounce em again. Is a bear a fit beaſt, or a 
bull, to mix in ſociety with great ladies ? 

Ovrter. The horſe then, good prince is. 

Mrs. Otter. Well, I am contented for the horſe. 

Otter. And it is a delicate fine horſe ; "tis Pocts- 
rum Pegaſus. Under correction, princeſs, Jupiter 
did turn himfclf into a——>Teawrss, or bull, under 
correction, good princeſs. 

Mrs. Otter. By integrity, I'll ſend you over to 
the Bank-ſide, Vil commit you to the maſter of the 
garden, if I hear but a ſyllable more. Is this ac- 
cording to the inſtrument, when I married you, 
That I would be princeſs, and reign in mine own 
houſe ; and you would be my ſubject and obey 
me ? Do I allow you your half-crown a-day, to 
ſpend where you will, to vex and torment me at 
ſuch times as theſe ? 

Enter Truewit, Dau bine, Cleriment, behind. 
Who graces you with courtiers, or great perſonages, 
to ſpeak to you out of their coaches, and come 
home to your houſe ? Were you ever fo much as 
look d upon by a lord or a lady, before I married 
you, but on the Eafter or Whitſon holidays? and 
then 
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then ou! at the Banquermg-bouk bee, when 
Ned Whiting or George Stone were a4 the Rake 7 

Tru. Let's go ave ber of him. 

Ars. Otter. Anfocr mc ws that. And £4 wot 
| rake you up from thener, in an odd goraty but 
doubler, with pounts and green ee ee ee, cut 
at the elbows ? You forget this. 

Tre. She'll worry him, if we help act i@ wars, 

Afi. Outer. Oh, bore ace fare & thc galluars * 
Go to, behave yourielf dithtinctly, and with goaud 
morality z or, I protect, Fit whe away your cubin 
baton. 

Tru. By your leave, fac Mitte Ger, FU be 
bold to cuter the genalemen us your nt 

Ars. Otter. | halt not be obaozious, or ifs, 
Sir. 
Tru. How does my noble captain? Is the dall, 
bear, 2nd horſe in roam nature fill? 

Otter. Sir, fic wis, fuperts. 

. Outer. | would you would but nnn om, 
do. Go your ways in, and get toailts and bumncr 
made for the woodcocks : That's 2 fit province toe 
you. 

Otter. [ gring ent.] Sic ui ſuperts / { £28, 

Cr. Alas, what a tyranny is this poor fellow 
married to 
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Tru. Oh, but the ſport will be anon, when we 
get him looſe. 

Das. Dares he ever ſpeak ? 

Tru. No Anabaptiſt ever rail'd with the like 
licence ; but mark her language in the mean time, 
I bcſcech vou. 

Mrs. Ctter. Gentlemen, you are very aptly come. 
My couſfn, Sir Amorous, will be here briefly. 

Tru. ln good time, lady. Was not Sir John 
Daw here to ak for him, and the company? 

Mrs. Otter. I cannot aſſure you, Mr. Trucwit. 


Here was a very melancholy knight, that demanded 
my ſubjeQ for ſomebody, a gentleman, I think. 
Cler. Ay, that was he, lady. 

Mrs. Otter. But be departed ſtraight, Ican reſolve 


you. 5 
Des. What an excellent choice phraſc this lady 


expreff:s in 

772. Oh, Sir! ſhe is the only authentic courtier, 
that is not naturally bred one, in the city. 

Ari. Otter. You have taken that report upon 
wall, gratfemen. 

Tu. No, I affure you, the court governs it ih, 
lady, in your bchalf. 

.. Orter. 1 am the ſervant of the court and 
COUTticrs, Sir. 


Tru. 
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Tru. They are rather your idulaters. 
Ars. Otter. Not fo, Sir. 


Emer Cutberd. 


Das. How now, Cutberd ? Any croſs ? 

Cut. Oh, ao, Sir, emma bers. Twas never 
better o the hinges, As fure. I have ſ peu A 
bim with 2 curate, one that has catch d 4 cold, 
Sir, ana can frarce be ud fix inches of; x5 if 
be ſpoke out of 2 bullruth that were not pick'd, or 
his throat were full of piths a fine quick flow, 
and an excellent barber of prayers. I came wil} 
you, Sir, that you might emnem movers /apidom 25 
they fay) be ready with your een. 

Das. Gramercy, honcit Cutberd, be thercabouts 
with thy key to let ws in. 

Cut. 1 will not fail you, Sir: Aimonum. (Exit. 

Tru, Well, Fil go watch my coaches. 

Chr. Do; aud we'll fend Daw i» won, Z you 
mect him not. [ Exi14 Trncuns. 
Ari. Otter. Is Mr. Tren gone 7 
Deas. Yes, lady, there is forme wnformmnare bu- 
ſneſs ſallen cut. 

1. Otter. So 1 judg'd by the nene of 
the fellow that came in. WAH t pie you @ 
center the houſe further, gentiemen ? 

Daz. And your favour, lady: But we hay 

83 2 
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ſpeak with a knight, Sir John Daw, who is here 
come. We ſhall follow you, lady. 

Mrs. Otter. At your own time, Sir. It is my 
couſin Sir Amorous's ſcaſ. — 

Dau. I know it, lady. 

:. Otter. And mine together. But it is for 
his honour, and therefore I take no name of it, 
more than of the place. 

Dax. You are a bountcous kinſwoman. 

Afrs. Otter. Your ſervant, Sir. [Exit. 


Enter Sir Jala Daw. 

Cler. Why, do you know it, Sir Jokn Daw ? 

Daw. No, I am a rock if I do. What is it? 
Cler. Tl tell you then; ſhe's married by this time. 
And whereas you were put i' th' head, that ſhe 
was gone with Sir Dauphine, I aſſure you, Sir 
Dzuphine has becu the nobleſt, honeſteſt triend to 
you, that ever gentleman of your quality could 
boat of. He has difcover'd the whole plot, and 
made your miiliets fo aſhamed of her injury to you, 
that the deſires you to forgive her, and but grace 
her wedding with your preſcnce to-day. She is to 
be married to a very good fortanc, ſhe ſays, his uncle 
old Morcſe: And the will'd me in private to tell 
vou, that the ſhall be able to do you more favours, 
and with more ſecurity now than before, 


Das. 
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Daw. "faith ? 
Cler. 
Nay, 1 you. - 

ſhe dere me to ſocgisc her MG 

J : ++ ++». —— + OG 
I & 

Daw. Nay then, 

_ the .nury 
— 1 tin — to honour 
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Enter La-Feoole. 


La-F. Are the ladies come, Sir John Daw, and 
yovr miſtr-ſs ? | 
Daw. Y cs, the ladies are come, Sir Amorous ! 
and my mi/treſs is come, Sir Amorous: And we'll 
be very jeuial, Sir Amorous ! Your ſervant, Sir 
Amorous ! [Exit Dow. 

Lo-F. Sir Davphine! you are exceeding wel- 
come, and honeſt maſ. er Clerimont. Where's my 
ceuſn ? Did you ſce no collegiates, gentlemen ? 

Dax. Ccil-giatcs ! do you not hear, Sir Amo» 
rous, how you ar: abus'd ? 

La-F. How, Sir: 

Cie. Will you ſpeak ſo kindly to Sir John Daw, 
that has done you ſuch an affront ? 

LF. Whercin, genticmen? Let me be a 
ſuitor to you to know, I b:ſcech you! 

Cr. Why, Sir, bis miſtreſs is married to-day, 
to Cir Dauphinc's uncle, your coulin's neighbour, 
and he has diverted all the ladies, and all your 
company thither, to ſruſtrate your proviſion, aud 
ſt ck 2 diſgrece upon you. He was here, now, to 
have inticed us away from you tao. But we told 
him his own I think. | 
La-F. Has tir John Daw wrong'd me fo inhu- 
manly ? 


Das. 
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Des. He has done it, Sir Amorous, mot mul 
cioufly and treacheroully : but if you'll be md by 
us, you hall quit hin ch. 

Lo-F. Good geniiemen | Fil make conc, believe 
it, How, ! prey ? 

Daw. Mer, 5-0, get me your phcafints, and 
your govwits, and your beſt ment, and bib @ in 
bl-er dies of your cou n's prefentty, and oy ao» 
thing, but clap we a can waerlk 2 wut you, hike a 
ſewerz ad barg-beaded, march afore in with a 
good conbdence ("tis but over the way, hard by} 
and we'll tecond you, where you Grail fur nt & the 
board, ans! bid cu kom- tt, which A few 
"us yours, aud difgrnices bis preparues witzly:; 
And for your coch.:, whore the £0 > wank 
here at hone wil d King wil, te dh E range 
fer all that abou thicker, bo a princip.s! guck hore 
(lf, and be bones d, and have ber heakth drunk 
as often, and 25 loud as the hoſt of "ran. 

. Ii go well ber poefently. br Gu be 
done, that's icfulred. (55:4 

Cr. 1 thought he woull not hear It our, bus 
'trould take bia. 

Das. Well, tere be gueſts, and ment nowy 
tow thall we 40 for muſick ? 


Cler. The tell of the veniſon, going thee” the 


ect, will invite one acilc of en os vahes. 
Ons 
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Dax. I would it would call the trumpete; 
thither. 

Cher. They have intelligence of all feaſts. Twenty 
to one but he have em. 

Dan. "Twill be a moſt ſolemn day for my uncle, 
and an excellent fat of mirth for us. * 

Cler. Ay, if we can hold up the emulation be- 
twixt Foole and Daw, and never bring them 

te 
expoſtulate. 

Dax. Tut, flatter em both, (as Trucwit ſays) 
and you may take their underſtandings in a purſe- 
net. | 

Cler. Sce! Sir Amorous has his towel on already. 
Have you perſuaded your coulin ? 

Re-enter La-Foole. 

La-F. Yes, tis very ſcaſible: She'll do any 

thing, ſhe ſays, rather than the La-Fooles ſhall be 
diſgraced. 
Dau. She is a noble kinſwoman. It will be 
ſuch a device, Sir Amorous ! It will pound all your 
enemicy practices to powder, and blow kim vp 
with his own mine, his own train. 

La-F. Nay, we'll give fire, I warrant you. 

Cer. But you muſt carry it privately, without 
any noiſc, and take no notice by any means. 


Enter 
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Enter Otter. 


have all her filver hes, f, And the's gone 
to aker her tire 2 heath, aad go with you. 

Cr. And yourſelf wo, captam Otter. 

Das. By any moans, Sir. 


Otter. Yes, Sir, 1 do mean it: Bur © woukt cn» 
treat my coun Sir Amorous, and you, gentlemen, 
to be ſuitors to my princeſs, that I may carry my 
bull and bear, as well as my hore. 

Cr. That you halt do, captain Otter. 

La-F. My couſin will never conſent, gentle 


Das. She muit conſent, Sir Amorous, to reafon. 
La-F. Why, the fays they ace no decor wn among 
ladies. ö 

Otter. But they are decors, and that's better, Sir. 

Dau. Where is your pruncets, captain? Pray be 
our leader. 

Otter. That I hall, Sir. 

Cr. Make haſte, good Sir Amorous. [ Exeane. 


Scene changes ta the bauje of H . 


A. ofe, Epicarne, and Cutberd. 
Ar. The ceremony, thank Heaven, is over.— 
Might not the ring band, without wile difcourte ? 
Gire 
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Give the prieſt an angel for himſelf, Cutberd, 
and a brace of angels for his cold. It is fit we 
ſhould thank fortune, double to nature, for any 
bencſit ſhe confers upon us: Beſides, it is his im- 
perfection, but my ſolace. [Exit Cutberd.] How 
much happicr am I than in old time, Pigmalion, 
poſſeſſing a ſtatue, on whom Heaven hath already 
beſtowed animation ! Approach, thou living mar- 
ble ! thou rich vein of beauty, approach ! Grieve 
not that thou art poor, and thy friends deceaſed, 
love ! Thou haſt brought a wealthy dowry in thy 
filence; and in reſpect of thy poverty, I ſhall have 
thee more loving and obedient. 
Enter Truewit. 

Tru. Where's maſter Moroſe ? 

Aer. Is he come again? Lord have mercy upon 
me ! | | 

Tru. Heaven fave you, Sir, and give you all 
contentment in your fair choice, here ! Before, 1 
was the bird of night to you, the owl ; but now, I 
am the meſſenger of peace, a dove, and bring you 
the glad wiſhes of many fricnds to the celebration 
of this good hour. 

Aer. What hour, Sir? 

Tru. Y our marriage-hour, Sir. I commend your 
reſolution, that (notwithſtanding all the dangers 1 

laid 
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laid afore you, in the voice of a night-crow | would 
yet go on, and be yourſelf. It bew you am a 
man conſtant to your own cnds, and upright ts 
your purpoſes, that would not be pur off with left- 
handed cnes. 

Aer. How ſhould you arrive at the 
of fo much? . 

Tre. Why did you ever hepe, Sir, comminting 
it to 2 prieſl, that lefs than the who town thould 
know it ? The peal of bells Gall Gl the air with 
it; the drums ſhall reverberate the happy ndings 3 
and at length the cannon Gall bring you, ike 
another Joe, in thunder to your ank. There 
will de a troop of fan- Lilies from the coiloge 
to vifit you preſently, and their train of mains 
and followers. 

Mer. Oh, my torment, my torment ! 

Tru Nay, if you cadure the Grit bailf hown, 
Sir, fo redioudy, and with this icsfoamentts; what 
comfort, or hope, can this fair gen. wonmn ac 
to hericli hercaſicr, u the congucration of 2 many 
years as are to come ? Oh, here ave the kadies? 


Euer Daw, Hanghty, Coutaure, Mavis, and Trujty. 
Dew. "This way, madam. 


Afr. Oh, the fea breaks in pon me! Anorher 
toe. | 
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flood! an inundation! I ſhall be overwhelmed 
with noiſe. It beats already at my ſhores. I feel 
an carthquake in myſelf, for't. 

Daw. Give you joy, fair lady! Give you joy, 
Mr. Moroſc ! I have brought ſome ladies here to 
ſee and know you. My lady Haughty, this my 
— ͤ—— 
my lady Haughty's woman. 

Tru. Nay, Sir, you muſt kiſs the ladies, you 
muſt not go away, now ; they come toward you to 
ſeek you out. 

Haw. Tfaith, maſter Moroſe, would you ſteal 2 
marriage thus, in the midſt of ſo many friends, 
and not acquaint us? Well, T kiſs you, notwith- 
ſtanding the juſtice of my quarrel ; You ſhall give 
me leave, miſtreſs, to uſe a becoming familiarity 
with your huſband. 

Cent. Is this the Silent Woman? 

Tru. A gentlewoman of very abſolute behaviour, 
and of a good race. 

Hau. We'll make her a collegiate. 

Cent. Yes, faith, madam ; and Mavis and ſhe 
will ſet up aſide. 

Tru. Believe it, madam and miſtreſs Mavis, 
ſhe will ſuſtain her part. 

Marv. T1! tell you that, when I have talk'd with 
her, and tricd her. 


Has. 
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Has. Uk her very civilly, Mavis. 

Ae. So I will, maducn. 

Aer. Bleed minute | That they woukd whither 
thus ever ! 

Tru. la the mean time, madﬀam, woukd but vour 
hdyſhip help to vex hin 2 liathe * You know bis 
ilcaſe ; talk to bun about the wedding <creompmune >, 
or call for your gloves, or— 

Has. Let me alone. Centauce, hey me. Maſter 
bridegroom, where are you? 
Aer. Oh, it was too miraculoudly good to las. 
Han. We fee no cnfigns of a wedding here; uo 
character of 2 bride-ale ; where be our fearves and 
our gloves? I pray you, give em us. Let's know 

vour bride's colours, and yours at lait. 

Cent. Alas, madam, he has provided none. 

Aer. Had 1 known your hdyſhip's paincer, £ 
would. 

Han. He has given it you, Centaure, ik 
But do you hear, Mr. Morotc, 4 jcit will not abfobve 
you in this manner. You that have fuck'd the 
milk of the court, been 2 courtier from the diggen 
| t the night-cap (as we may % and you ww 
dend in fuch 2 bigh point of ceremony as tb. 
ind let your nuptials want all marks of folemniry * 
How much plate have you lot to-day (if vou bad 
be: 
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throꝰ your mere ruſticity ? 

Her. Madam 

Hen. Pardon me, Sir, 1 muſt infinuate your 
errors to you. No gloves? no garters ? uo ſcarves? 
no epithalamium? no raaſque ? 

Daw. Yes, madam, I'll make an cpithalamium; 
I prom:ſcd my miſtreſs ; I have begun it already; 
Will your lady ſl. ip bear it? 

Ha. Ay, good Jack Daw. 

Afr. Will it picaſe your ladyſhip command 2 
chamber, and be private with your friend ? My 
whole bouſc is yours. 

Tru. Come, you are 2 rude bridegroom, to en- 
tertain ladics of honour in this faſhion. 

Cent. He is a rude groom indeed. 

Tru. By that light you deſerve to be grafted, 
and have your horas reach from one fide of 
the iſland to the other. Do not miſtake me, Sir, 
I but ſpcak this to give the ladies ſome heart again, 
not ſor any malice to you. 

Mer. Is this your bravo, ladies? 

Tru. If you utter ſuch another word, I'll cake 
miſtreſs Bride in, and begin to you in a very fad 
cup, do you ſce? Go to, know your friends, and 
ſuch as love you. 


Enter 
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Enter Clerimont. 

Cr. By your leave, hadics. Do you want any 

muck ? I] have brought you variety of nous 

Play, Sirs, all of you. (Shaft of all forts. 


A. Oh, 2 plot, 2 plot, 2 plot, x plot, won 
me! "This day I hall be their anvil tn work on, 
they will grate me afander. "Ts work has the 
noiſe of a faw. 

Chr. No, they arc hair, n, and cat-gurs. 1 
can give you the receape, 

Tru. Peace, boys. 

Chr. Play, | Gay. 

Tre. Peace, raicals. You ke who's pour friend 
now, Sir. 


Enter La-Facke, Avi. Otter, and forvants, with 
4 | 

Look you bre, Sic, wha: honour e done you an 
expected, by your nephews; A h come, 
and a knight-fewer before it, for the more repute 
dona: and anc Mrs. Oucr, your 2cighbous, wu the 
tail of ie? 

for. Is that Gorgon, hat Medula cume * Hike 
me, hide me. 

Tre. I] «arrant you, Sir, the will act ranctform 


you. Look upon her with 2 good courage, Pray 
Vor- HI. 5 you 
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you entertain her, and conduct your gueſts in. 
No? Madam Haughty, will you cntreat in the 
ladies ? The bridegroom is fo ſhame-fac'd here. 
Han. Will it pleaſe your ladyſhip, madam ? 
Cen. With the benefit of your company, miſtreſs. 
Ars. Otter. "Tis my place. 

Mavis. Nou ſhall pardon me, Miſtreſs Otter. 
Tru. Captain Otter, what news ? 


Enter Otter. 


Otter. I have brought my bull, bear, and horſe, 
in private, and yonder are the trumpeters without, 
| [The drum and trumpets ſound. 
Mer. Oh, oh, oh! 
Otter. And we will have a rouſe in cach of them 
anon, for bold Britons i faith. 
Mer. Oh, oh, oh 
All. Follow, follow, follow. [Exeunt. 


Manent Meroſe and Epicarne. 


Mer. Oh, torment and miſery! my houſe is the 
tower of Babel] But I will take courage, put on 
2 martyr's reſolution, and mock down all their at- 
temptings with patience. "Tis but a day, and 1 
will ſuffer beroically. Shall an aſs exceed me in 

fortitude * . 
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fortitude ? no. Nor will | betray my infiomities 
with hanging dull cars, and make them wit; 
but bear up bravely and conttancly. "Is but & 
dayz and the remnant of my life tall be duet 2ad 
caſy. I have wedded 2» hob; a wapets hat 
henceforth dilturd us, no tound znnoy 4s, waders 
than thy ill, fall voice, my love, Git as the 
whiſpering of ſummer breezes, or feet murmur 
of rurtles. Wives are wild cats; but thou Gait be 
a tame domeſtick animal, with velvet feet entering 
my chamber, and with the foft purring of delight 
and affection, inviting the hand of thy huſband to 
ſtroke thee. Come, lady. [ Exennt fondicng. 


Enter Fruit, Cirimant. 
Truewit. 


AS there ever poor bridegroom &@ r- 
mented ? or man indeed / 


Ar. 1 have not read of the like in the chin 
nicles of the land. 


12 41. 
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Tru. The laughter, dancing, noiſe of the mu- 
fick, and of the whole family, almoſt diſtracts 
him. 

Cler. And how ſoberly Dauphine labours to ſa- 
tisfy him, that it was none of his plot ! 

Tru. And has almoſt brought him to the faith, 
i' the article. Here he comes. 


Where is he now? What's become of him, 
Dauphine ? 

Dax. Oh, hold me up a little ; I ſhall go away 
the jcſt elſe. He has got on his whole neſt of 
night-caps, and lock d himfclf up at the top o'the 
houſe, as high as ever he can climb from the noiſe. 
I peep'd in at a cranny, and ſaw him fitting over 
2 croſs beam o'the roof, like St. George © horſc- 
back, at the door of an ale-houfe; and he will ficep 
there. 

Cler. But where are your collegiates ? 

Dau. Withdrawn with the bride. 

Tra. Oh, they are inſtructing her in the college 
grammar. 

Daz. Methinks the lady Haughty looks well to- 
day. 

Tru. I begin to ſuſpect you, Dauphine. Speak, 


art thou in love in carneſt? 


Das. 
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Dax. Yes, by my troth am I, with all the cob 
legiates. 
Chr. Out on thee. With all of them 7 


Tru. No; I like him well, Men Gould we 
wiſcly, and all the women. "Thou woukiit think 
it range, if I hould make 'can all in love with 
thee afore night 

Das. I would foy, thou hadft the be Philtre 
' the world, and coukiit do morc than madumn 
Medea. 

Tru. If 1 do not, tenen. 
while I live, for my maintenance. 

Daz. So be it, 1 Gay. 


Enter Otter, Daw, and Loa-Frale. 

Otter. Oh lord, gentiemen, bow my knights and 
I] have mifs'd you here ! 

Cr. Why, captain, what fervice? what fervice? 

Outer. To fre me bring up my bull, bear, and 
horſe to sgh. 

Deu. Yes, faith, the captain Gays we hall be 
his dogs to bait em. 
Dau. A good employment. 
Tru. Come on, let's fee your courſe then. 
La-F. 1 am afraid my coukn will be offended if 
ib come. 


T3 Otter. 
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Otter. Be afraid of nothing. Gentlemen, I hare 
plac'd the drum and the trumpets, and one to give 
em the fign when you are ready. Here's my bull 
for myſelf, and my bear for Sir Jobn Daw, and my 
horſe for Sir Amorous. Now ſet your foot to 
mince, yours to his, and 

La-F. Pray Heaven, my couſin come not. 

Otter. Saint George and Saint Andrew ! fear 
no couſins. Come, ſound, found. Et rauce firepue- 
runt cru cantu. (Trumpets. 
Tru. Well ſaid, Captain, i'iaith z well fought 
at the bull ! 

Cler. Well held at the bear! 

Tru. Luw, low, captain. 

Dar. Oh, the horſe has kick'd of his dog al- 
ready. | 
La-F. I cannot drink it, as I am a knight. It 
goes againſt my conſcience. Ay couſin will be 
angry with it. 

Daw. I ha' done mine. 


Tru. You fought high and fair, Sir John. 
Cler. At the head. 
Das. Like an excellent bear-dog. 
Otter. Sir Amorous, you muſt not equivocate. It 
muſt be pul!''d down, for all my couſin. 
_ Cler. Sſoot, if you take not your drink, they 
think 
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betray all if you take the leaſt notice. 

La-F. Not I, Fil both drink and talk then. 

Otter. You muſt pull the horſe on bis knees, Sor 
Amorous ; fear no couſins. Tus of ae. 

Tru. Oh, now be's in his vein, and bold. The 
leaſt hint given bim of his wife now, will mate 
him rail deſperately. 

Cr. Speak to him of her. 
Tru. Do you, and Flt ferch her to the bearing 


of it. [ Exce. 


Otter. Wiſe ! Buz. Tian There” no fuck 
thing in nature. I confefs, gentlemen, I have a 
cook, a laundrefs, 2 houſe-drudge, that ferves me, 
and goes under that title: But ke's an as that wilt 
be fo uxorious to tic his affection to one. Wife? 
the name dulls appetite. A wife is a furry cage 
4-745, an unlucky thing, a very forefaid bear-whelp, 
w.thout any good faſhion or breeding ;, mais . 

{ His wife is brought aut ts hear him by Traum. 

Das. Why did you marry one then, captain 

Otter. I married with fx thouſand pound, L I 
was in love with that. 1 have not ifs my froy 
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Tru. Nay, Mrs. Otter, hear him a little firſt. 

Otter. She hath à breath worſe than my grand- 
mother's, profeds. 

Mrs. Otter. Oh, treacherous lyar ! Kiſs me, ſweet 
maſter Truewit, and prove him a ſandering knave. 

Tru. Tl! rather believe you, lady. 

Otter. And ſhe has a peruke, that's like a pound 
of hemp, made up in ſhoe-threads. 

Ars. Otter. Oh, viper, mandrake ! 

Otter. A moiſt vile face! and yet ſhe ſpends me 
forty pound a-year in waſhes for it, mercury, and 
hogs' bones. All her teeth were made i the Black- 
Fricrs, both her cyc-brows i” the Strand, and ber 
hair in Silver-ftreet. Every part of the town owns 
a piece of her. 

Ars. Otter. I cannot bold. 

Otter. She takes berſclf afunder fill when the 
goes to bed, into ſome twenty boxes; and about 
next day noon is put together again, hke a great 
German clock; and ſo comes forth, and rings 
a tedious Lrum to the whole bouſe, and then is 
quict again for an hour, but for her quarters. Hz 
you done me right, gentlemen ? 

AV. Otter. No, Sir, I'll do you right with my 
quarters, with my quarters. 

[ She falls apen him and beats bim. 

Otter, Oh, hold, good priaccls. * 
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Tru. Sound, found. et 
Chr. A battle, a bartl. 
Ars. Otter. You notorious ftinkanily bearward, 
1 
Under cortection, i 
Ye i dear princeſs. Look 
2 — Do I want teeth, . 
bull-dog ? 
den ANI [Tramgets. 
- No, I proweft, under correction — 
43 Ay, now you are und-r correction, 
uon, Sur. — d tray 
———— * 


PE... amy 

. focs 

n — i of the carth, and 
rs. Oh, now the noiſes L 

1 * have waked him, we 


1 Enter Arge, with a long fword. 
— 
. you of noift and rumulr, begor on aa 
—— —— gally-foift is 0 
V citminſter ! A trumpeter could not be - A 

ue 


232 EPIC NE; on, 


but then. Out, out, I fay! [Ei, driving oat 
trumpeters, Ars. Otter, Daw and L-. 

Cler. Where's Daw and La-Foole ? 

Otter. They arc both run away, Sir. Good gen- 
tlemen, help to pacify my princeſs, and ſpeak to 
the great ladies for me. Now muſt I go lic with 
the bears this fortnight, and keep out o the way, 
till my pcace be made, for this ſcandal ſhe has 
taken. Did not you ſce my bull-head, gentlemen? 
Cr. 1s't not on, captain? 
Otter. Oh, here tis. An you come over, gen- 
temen, and aſk for Tom Otter, we'll go down to 
Ratcliff, and have a courſe i iaith, for all theſe 
diſaſters. 

Tru. Away, captain, get off while you are well. 
Otter. There is bona ſpes left. [Exit. 

Cizr. T am glad we are rid of him. 

Tru. You had never been, unleſs we had put 
his wiſe upon him. His humour is as tedious at 
laſt, as it was ridiculous at firſt. 


Enter Houghty, Mrs. Otter, Mavis, Daw, L 
Fools, Cemtaure, and Epicarne. 

Haz, We vonder d why you furick'd fo, Mrs. 

Otter. 

1. Otter. Oh, Hen, madam, he came down 


with 
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with 2 huge long naked weapon in both his hands, 
and look d fo dreadfully. Sure he's befide hunfel. 

Aovii. Why, what made you there, Mrs. Orter? 

Aﬀrs. Otter. Alas, Mrs. Mavis, I was chaſtifing 

Dew. Faith, miſtreſs, you mult do & wo 
Learn to chaſtife. Mitre Otter corrects ber buf 
band fo, be dares not fpcak, but under correction. 
LF. And with his hat of to ber: "Dwoukt do 
you good to fee. 
Has. In fadnchs, tis good 2nd mature countkel ; 
practiſe it, Morofe. Fil cad you Morofe ilk now, 
as I call Centaure and Maris; we four will be aff 
onc. 

Cen. And you'll come to the college, and live 
with us ? 

Has. Make hun give milk and honey. 

Afavis. Look bow you manage hun at kid, you 
fall have him ever after. 

Cen. Let him allow you your coach and four 


Har. And go with us to Bedlam, w the China» 


houſes, and to the Exchange. 
Cen. It will open the gaic to your fame. 
How 
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Han. Here's Centaure has immortaliz'd herſelf, 
with taming of her wild male. 

Mavis. Ay, ſhe has done the miracle of «he 

Re-enter Moreoſe. 

Aer. [entering.) They have rent my roof, wails, 
and all my windows aſunder, with their brazen 
throats. 


Ars. Otter. Ah [ Shbriehing. 
Mer. I will have none of theſe diſcords in my 
houſe, lady Otter. 


Hau. What ails you, Sir? 
Mer. And the reſt of the train too. Mrs. Mary 
Ambrec, your examples are dangerous. Begone, 


I ſay? 

Epi. Fy, maſter Moroſe, that you will uſe this 
biclence to a gentlewoman { 

Aer. How ! [ Dropping bis ſword. 


Epi. It does not become your gravity or breed- 
ing (in court, as you pretend) to have offer'd this 
outrage on a waterman, or any more boiſterous 
creature, much leſs a lady. 

Aer. You can ſpeak then? 

Epi. Yes, Sir. 

Mor. Speak out, I mean ? 

Epi. To be ſure, Sir: Why, did you think you 

| had 
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had married a Rtatue ? or a motion only ? one of 
the French puppets, with the cyes turm d with 2 
wire ? or ſome innocent out of the hoſpital, that 
would ftand with ber hands thus—and 2 plaike» 
mouth, and look upon you. 

Afer. Oh, immodeſty! 2 maniſe# womant 2 
downright vicago ! What, Cutberd | Where's Cur 
berd : 

Epi. Nay, never quarrel with Cutberd, Sir; it 
is too late now. I coafcls it doth bare fomewhar 
of the modeſty I bad, when 1 wromwe Gmply maid; 
but I hope to make it a Rock fill comperens wn 
the citate and dignity of your wie. 

A. She can tak 
Epi. Yes, indeed, Sic. Did you ever know a 
woman that could not ? 

Afer. What, frrak ! none of ay knaves there ? 
Where is this impoſtor, Cutberd ? 


Enter Servant. ( Mates figns.) 


Epi. Speak to him, fellow peak to him. Fil 
have none of this forc'd unnatural dumback in 


my houſe, in a family where 1 govern. 

Afr. Govern ! She is my regent already ! Thave 
married a Penthefilea, 3 Semiramus; fold my liberty 
ws a diftaf But Fil be maitcr Rilb-CY wot my 

huwe 
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houſe of this company, and bar up my doors. 
Where are all my catcrs, my mouths now ? 


Enter Servants. 

Void my houſe, and bar up my doors, you varlets | 
Epi. He is a varlet that ſtirs to ſuch an office. 
Let em ſtand open ! Shall I have a barricado made 
againſt my friends, or be robbed of any pleaſure 
' they can give me by their honourable viſitation? 

Afr. Oh, Amazonian impudence ! 
Epi. Nay, in troth, in this, Sir, I ſpeak but 
modefily, and am more reaſonable than you. Are 
not theſc our nuptials? and is it not meet to give 
the day to pleaſures, Sir? We'll have jollities of 
feaſting, muſick, dancing, revels and diſcourſe : 
We'll have all, Sir, that may make the celcbration 
of our marriage high and happy. In, in, and be 
jovial, ladies! In; I follow you. 
[Exit, with ladies, Daw, and La-Feole. 


Aanent Meoreſe, Dauphin, and Truewit. 

Aer. Oh, my curſed angel, that inſtructed me 
to this fate ! 

Dev. Why, Sir? 

Aer. That I ſhould be ſeduc'd by ſo fooliſh a 
devil as 2 barber will make! 


hes 
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Das. 1 wouki 1 bad been worthy, Sir, t have 
partaken your counſel; you fhouk# never have 
truſted it to ſuch a miniſter. 
Afor. "Would | could redeem it with the loſs of 
in eye, nephew ! 

Das. I hope there hall be no fuck need, Sic. 
Take patience, good uncle. This is but a day, aud 
tis well worn too now. 

Aer. Oh, will be for ever, nephew; 1 fore» 
ſee it, for ever. Strife and tumu are the dowry 
that comes with a wife. 

Tru. I told you ©, Sir, and you would not 
believe me. 

Afor. Alas, do not rub thute wounds, mater 
Trucwit, to blood again; tw my negligence. - 
Add not afliction to affliction. I bave perceiv'd 
the cfiect of it, too late, in madam Otter. 

Re-enter Epicarne, Fc. 
My executioner here again ob, miſery! 

Epi. How do you, Sir? 

Aer. Did you ever hear 2 mort vanceetiey 
queſtion ? As if ſhe did nor fee? Why, Lin as 
you fce, empreſs, emprets ! 

Epi. They fay you arc run mad, Sir. 
Afor. Not for love, I ure you, of you, i» 
you ice ? 

£26. 
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Epi. Oh, lord, gentlemen ! lay hold on him, for 
Heaven's ſake. What ſhall I do? Who's his phy- 
fician (can you tell) that knows the ſtate of his 
body beſt, that I might ſend for him? Good Sir, 
ſpeak : I'll ſend for one of my doctors elſe. 

Mer. What, to poiſon me, that I might die 
inteſtate, and leave you poſſeſs'd of all? 

Epi. Lord, how idly he talks, and how his cycs 
ſparklc! He looks green about the temples! Do 
you fee what blue ſpots he has? 

Cler. Ay, it is melancholy. 

Epi. Gentlemen, for Heaven's ſake, counſel me 

Daw, The diſcaſe in Greek is called Mai, in 
Latin, Jnſania. 

Aer. Shall I have a lecture read upon me 
alive? 

Epi. But what is this to the cure ? we are ſure 
enough of the diſcaſc. 
Her. Let me yo! 
Tru. Why, we'll entreat her to hold her peace, 
Sir. | 
Mer. Oh, no; labour not to ſtop her. She is 


like a conduit-pipe, that will guſh out with more 
force when ſhe opens gain. Oh, oh 
Epi. Sure he would do well enough, if he could 
cep. 
Aer. No, I ſhould do well enough, if you could 
fleep. 
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feep. Have I no friend, that will make ber drwak, 
or give her a little laudanum, of pram 7 
Tre. Why, Sir, he talks ten times work in ber 


Afer. How ! 

Cler. Do you know that, Sir? never crafts all 
nacht. 

Tru. Aud ſnores like a pig- 

Ar. Oh, redeem me, Face z redeem me, Face | 


Tru. Some divine mult refoive you in that, Sur, 
or canon-lawyer. 

Afer. 1 will not off, 1 will ze think of any 
ether hope or comfort, ull I know. So it would 
rid me of her, 1 would do penance in + belifey, 
with a ring of ten bells ; in a cockpit z at the drach 
of a Rag; the Towers Wharf; London-Bridge ; 
Billiagſgate, when the mates arc at their hangt 
and loudeſt. Nay, 1 would fit out » play, that 
were nothing but fights at fea, drums, trumpets, 
and target. | £244 with Dau. 

Clay. Alas, poor man 

Tru. You'll make him mad indeed, ladies, it 
104 purſue this. 

Vor- III. 


U Hl. 
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Has. No, we'll let him breathe now, a quarter 
of an hour or ſo. 

Chr. By my faith, a large truce. | 
Has. Is that his keeper, that is gone witch 
him ? | 

Dew. It is his nephew, madam. 
Cen. He looks like a very pitiful knight. 
out of all. 
La-F. — > trout, cuirm 
Dew. He is ready to cry all this day. 
La-F. A very ſhark ; he fet me i” th' nick Cother 
night at Primero. 
Tre. How theſc ſwabbers talk | 
Cler. Ay, Oner's wine has fwell'd their bumours 
Hove 2 ſpring-ide. 
Han. Good Moroſe, let's go in again! 
Epi. T wait on you, madam. 
Eu ladies, Daw, aud Lo-Foale; 
+ pic c fallowing ii recalled by Tre. 
Tre. Do vou hear, lady bride ? I pray thee now, 
#5 thou art a noble wench, continue this diſcourſe 
of Dauphine within ; but praiſe him exceedingly; 
magnify him with all the height of affection thou 
canft ; (1 have ſome purpoic in't) and do but beat 
ol 
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of theſe two rmoks, Jack Daw and his fellow, wah 
any diſcoment, and I'll honour thee for ever. 


Cler. What 2 cat of cafivils are theſe, ww hawk 
after ladics thus 

Tru. Ay, and tnke at fuck an cagic as Dauphune. 

Cler. He will be mad, when we lh him. Here 
he comes. 


Enter Dauphin. 
Oh, Sir, you are welcome | 

Tra. Where's thine wack ? 

Dax. Run out o doors in's night-caps, ts talk 
with a caſuult about bis divecce. lt works adunurably. 

Tru. Thou wouldit hu” Gid ©, a» thou hadit 
been bene! The ladies have hagh's at thee mot 
comically, Gace thou en n, Dauphinc. 

Ar. And afk'd, if thou went thine vack's 
keeper. 

Tru. Audthe brace of baboons anfecr's You, 
and (ſaid, thou wert 2 pitiful poor fellow, and bait 
nothing but three furs of apparel, and ſome few 
benevolences that the londs gave thee w fool i 
cm, and fwagger. 

Das. Let me wot live, I'll beat "erm; BY hand 
U2z "em 
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em both to grand-madam's bed-poſts, and have 
'em baited with monkies. 

Tru. Thou ſhalt not need, they ſhall be beaten 
to thy hand, Dauphine. I have an execution to 
ſerve upon em ; truſt my plot. 

Daz. Ay, you have many plots! So you had 
one, to make all the wenches in love with me. 

Tru. Why, if 1 do not yet afore night, as near 
25 tis, and that they do not every one invite thee, 
and be ready to ſearch for thee, take the mortgage 
of my wit. 
Cle. Tu be his witneſs; thou ſhalt have it, 

Dauphine. Thou ſhalt be his fool for ever, if thou 
doſt not. 

Tru. Agreed. Perhaps 'twill be the better eſtate. 
But Pl not forfeit my ſureties. Thou ſhalt wreak 
revenge on theſe wits and breveriecs of the time, 
Dauphine, and even thereby become the idol, the 
reigning favourite of all the Collegiates. The 
device ſhall be mine, the pleaſure thine own, and 
Daw and La-Foole ſhall make themſelves over to 
laughter for ever. [Exennt. 


ACT 
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WY To 


4 gellery in the benſe of Mireſo. 
Tranuls. Donakine Chari 
. 

F you thould fail now ? 

Tru. Oh, Sirs, Fl be anfwerable for the ius. 
I cannot fail. I know the height and dimeniion 
of their underſtandings too well: They'll believe 
themſelves to be juſt uch men as we make ran, 
neither more nor leſs : They have nothing, not 
the uſe of their ſenſes, but by tradition. hgh, 
man, I will have them 2s lene as Ggns, and their 
poſts too, ere I have done with them. Do you 
obſerve this gallery, or rather lobby indeed ? Here 
are a couple of fiudics, at cach cnd one: Here 
will | act ſuch a tragi-comedy berween the Gueiphs 
and the Ghibethaes, Daw and La-Fooic—warnch 
of em comes out firſt, will 1 ſize on: (You wwe 
ſhall be the cherus behind the arras, and whip out 
between the ace and ſpeak.) If 1 do not make 
U3 them 
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them keep the peace for this remnant of the day, 
if not of the year—I hear Daw coming: Hide, 
and do not laugh, for Heaven's ſake. 


Euter Sir Jala Daw. 

Daw. Which is the way into the garden, trow ? 

Tru. Oh, Jack Daw! Iam glad I have met with 
you. In good faith, I muſt have this matter go 

no further between you : I muſt have it taken up. 
Dau. What matter, Sir? between whom ? 

Tru. Come, you diiguiſe it ; Bir Amorous and 
you. If you love me, Jack, you hall make uſc 
of your philoſophy now, for this once, and deliver 
me your ſword. The bride has catreated me, 1 
will ſee no blood ſhed at her bridal. 

Daw. As | hope to finiſh Tacitus, I intend ne 
murder. 

Tru. Do you not wait for Hir Amorous ? 

Daw. Not I, by my knighthood. 

Tru. And your ſcholarſhip too ? 

Daw. And my ſcholarſhip too. 

Tre. Go to, then L return you your ſword, and 
aſk you mercy; but put it not up, for you will be 
aſſaulted. I underſtood that you had apprehended 
it, and walk 'd here to brave him; and that you 

| had 
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bad held your life contempubic, us wgard of vuul 
honogr. 

Dow. No, no; ne fuck thing, F aire your 
He and | parted now, as good friends 4 could be. 

Tre. Trust not you te that vie. 1 Gw him 
fince dinner with another face: I bave known 
many men in My tune ve deu locke, with deaths, 
and with abuſes; but © offended a eee 
Amorous, did 1 never fee or rcad of For wing 
away his gueits, dur, to-day, that's the cane ; ant 
be declares it behind your back with luch hace 
ings and conempts—tHe tad w Deuphinc, you 
were the arrant l 41 

Daw. Ay, be may Gay bis pleature. 

Tru. And fwcars you arc i proteited a cowand, 
that he knows you will never do him any any 
or Gngle right; and theretvre be will wake bu 
courſe. 
bebung· 

Tru. Ay, Sir; but who besen. 
he'll take: Blood he thirks for, and blood be wilt 
have; and whereabouts on you be will have it, 
who knows, but bimclt ? 

* Daw. I pray you, Maſter Trucwis, be you a 
mediator. 
Us 1 
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Tru. Well, Sir, conceal yourſelf then in this 
ſtudy till I return. [ He puts him wp.) Nay, you muſt 
be content to be lock'd in; for, for mine own 
reputation, I would not have you ſcen to receive 
2 publick diſgrace, while I have the matter in 
managing. Gods ſo, here he comes; keep your 
breath cloſe, that he do not bear you figh In 
good faith, Sir Amorous, he is not this way; I 
pray you be merciful, do not murder him: You 

arm'd as if you ſought a revenge on all his race. 
I never knew a man's choler ſo high, but he would 
ſpeak to his friends, he would hear reaſon. —Jack 
Daw, Jack! aflcep? 

Dax. .{ Coming forth. ] Is he gone, maſter Truewit ? 

Tru. Ay; did you hear him? 

Daw. Oh, dear, yes. 

Tru. What a quick car fear has ? 

Daw. But is be fo arm'd, as you fay ? 

Tru. Arm'd | did you ever fee a fellow fet out 
to take poſſeſion? 

Daw. Ay, Sir. 

Tru. That may give you ſome light to conceive 
of him ; but 'tis nothing to the principal. He has 
got ſomebody's old two-hand fword, to mow you 
off at the knees : And that ſword has ſpawn'd fuch 


a dagger! 
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2 dagger !——But then he us fo hang with pikes, 
halberds, peitronels, callivers, and muſfquets, that 
he looks like a juſtice of peace's hall: A man of 
two thouſand 3-year is not fefs'd u fo many wer 
bons as he has on. You would think be means ww 
murder all St. Pulchre's pariſh. He is faificicacly 
arm d to over-run 2 country. 

Daw. Good Lord ! what means be, Sir? I pray 
you, maſter 'Trucwit, be you 2 mediator. 

Tre. Well, Fil try if be will be append with a 
leg or an arm; if not, you mult dic once. 
Dew. 1 would be loth t& lofe ay right 2am, for 

Tra. Why, if be will be Gariaficd with 3 thumb, 
or a lictle finger, He one w me. You mult think, 
ru do my beſt. 

Re-enter Dany buns and Clerunene. 

Cher. What bait thou done ? 


Tru. He will let me do nothing, man ; be docs 
all afore me ; he offers his left arm. 

Das. Take is, by all means. 

Tru. How! main a man for over, fora jet? 
What 2 conſcience haſt thou ? 

Das. "Tis no los to bim ; be bas no employ 
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ment for his arms, but to cat ſpoon-meat. Beſide, 
3s good maim his body, as his reputation. 

Tre. He is a ſcholar, and a wit, and yet he does 
not think ſo. But he loſes no reputation with us; 
for we all reſoly'd him an afs before. To your 


places again. 
Dan. Come away, Clerimont. 
[Retres with Clarimant. 
Enter Leal. 


Tru. Sir Amorous! 
La-F. Maſter Truewit. 
Tru. Whither were you going ? 
La-F. Down into the court. 
Tre. By no means, Sir. 
La-F. Why, Sir? 
Tru. Enter here, if you love your life. 
La-F. Why, why? 
Tru. Queſtion till your throat be cut, do : Dally 
till the enraged ſoul find you. 
LF. Who's chat? 
Tru. Daw it is: Will you in? 
La-F. Ay, ay, Vil in: What's the matter? 
Tru. Nay, if he had been cool enough to tell us 
that, there had been ſome hope to atone you ; but 


La-F. 
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Lo-P. "Sight, er him rage : Fl hide yi 

Tre. Do, good Sir; but what have you dune 
bim within, that hould provoke him thus? You 

La-F. Not I; never in my life, broke jet won 
any man. The bride was proaibng Sic Dwuphine, 
and be went away in foul}, and 1 followed him; 
valeſs he took offence at ine in bis rink <re-while, 
that | would nat plicige all the bhurtetull, 

Tra. By my Sinh, and that may be; you mw 
member Well: But be walks the muad up and 
down, thro' every room o the houlc, with 2 wweh 
in his band, crying, where's La-Fooke 7 who faw 
La-Foole ? Aud when Duuphiac and | demanded 
the cauſe, we can force no aafwer from bin, bu: 
„Oh, revenge, how ect art thou | | will rangic 
„bim in this towel,” which lads us to conjectus., 
that the main cauſe of his fury is, for bringing 
your meat to-day, with 2 towel about you, w his 
diſcredat. 

La-F. Like cnough. Why, an be be angry fe 
that, IU day here will bis anger be blown over. 

Tru, A good becoming refolution, Sics if you 
can put it on © the fakden. 

La-F. Yes, 1 can put it on: Or, FE away in® 
the country prefent!y. 


Tra, 
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Tre. How will you go out of the houſe, Sir ? 
He knows you are i' the houſe, and he'll watch you 
this ſe'nnight, but he'll have you: He'll out-wait 
a ſerjeant for you. 
La-F. Why, then I'll ſtay here. 
Tru. You muſt think how to vietual yourſelf in 
time then. 

DEF. Why, fweet maſter Truewit, will you 
entreat my couſin Otter to ſend me a cold veniſon 
paſty, a bottle or two of wine, and a pallet to lic on? 
Tu. Oh, I would not adviſe you to fleep, by 
any means. | 

La-F. Would not you, Sir? why, chen I will 
—_—_ | 

Tra. Yet there's another fear. 

L-. Is there, Sir? What ist? 

Tra. No, he cannot break open this door with 
LH Vl ſet my back againſt it, Sir. I have 
2 good back. 

Tru. But then if he ſhould batter ? 

La-F. Batter! If he dare, I'll have an aQtion of 
battery againſt him. 

Tru, Caſt you the worſt. He has ſent for 
powder alreSdy, and what he will do with it, no 


man knows: Perhaps blow up the corner of the 
| houſe 
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houſe where be faſpedts you are. Think wen 
ſome ſatisfaction, or terms, to offer hum. 

D. Sis, I give him any faciafattion : I dare 
give any terms. 

Tra. You'll leave it to me then ? 

La-F. Ay, Sir: Fl and to any conditions. 

[ Gees mee the dlajer. 

Tre. How now ? what think you, Sics ? [At us 
forth Cler. and Dan.) Were't not 2 difficult thing 
to determine, which of theſe twee frar'd mot ? 

Cr. Yes, but this fears the bravelt : The archer, 
a whindling daitzrd, Jack Daw! But La-Foolk, a 
brave hervick coward! 2nd is afraid in 2 greae look, 
and a Rout accent. I hic him carcdy. 

Tre. Had it not been pity theſe two hould have 
deen conceal'd ? 

Cler. Shall 1 go ferch the hdics w the care 
*rophe ? 

Tre. Umph! Ay, by my worth. Du, Clerimone, 
ferch en, and diſcourſe en all thats pai 
and bring em into the gallery here. 

Das. This is thy extreme vanity now: Thea 
think' thou wert undoae, it cvery jeſt thou mak'tt 
were not publith'd. 

Tru. Thou halt fee bow cnjuit thou at prom 
femtly. Clerimonr, fay it was Duuphinc's ploc. 
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Truſt me not, if the whole drift be not for thy 
good. [Exit Cleriment.) There's a ſcarf i the next 
Foam, put it on, and be ready when | call Amorous. 
Away {—Jobn Daw! 


Dow pecping out of the ſet. 
Daw. What good news, Sir ? 
Tre. Faith, I have followed, aud argued with 


Tru. And that you would ſuffer, I told him: 
So at firſt he demanded, by my troth, in my con- 
ceit, too much. 

Daw. What was it, Sir? 

Tru. Your upper lip, and fix o your fore-tecth. 

Daw. "I was unreaſonable. 

Tru. Nay, I told him plainly, you could not 
ſpare em all. So after long argument (pro & con, 
a3 you know) I brought him down to your two 
butter-tceth, and them he would have. 

Daw. Oh, did you ſo? Why, he ſhall have em. 

Tru. But he ſhall not, Sir, by your leave. The 
concluſion is this, Sir: Becauſe you ſhail be very 
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good fnends hereafter, and this never tw be = 
member d or upbrauded , ANT, that be may 0 
boaſt be has done any ſuch thing to you in hs own 
perſon, he is to come here in diiguue, give you 
fave kicks in prisate, Sir, take your word from 
you, and lock you up in that tudy during picature : 
Which will be but a liatie while 5; we'll ger in ew 
leas'd pretently. 

Daw. Five kicks? He hail have fix, Sir, w be 
friends. 

Tru. Believe me, you ſhall not over-thoot your- 
ſelf, to ſend him that word by me. 

Dow. Deliver it, Sir, be Gall have them with 
all my heart, to be friends. 

Tru. Friends ? Nay, an be hould not be ©, 2nd 
heartily too, upon theſe terms, he hall have me 
to enemy while | live. Come, Sir, bear it bravely. 

Daw. Oh, Sir, us noching. 

Tre. Truc. What's fix kicks t© a man that 
reads Sencca ? 

Daw. 1 have had a huadred, Sic. 


| Ladies enter here, brought by Ciorrmant, and liffen. 
Tru. Sir Amorous! No ſpeaking one w another, 
or rehearing old mans. 
{ Damptune came: (1th and 01.4: drm. 
Dune 
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Daw. One, two, three, four, five. I proteſt, 
Sir Amorous, you ſhall have fix. 

Tru. Nay, I told you, you ſhould not talk. 
Come, give him fix, an be will needs. Your 
fword. Now return to your ſaſe cuſtody; you 
ſhall preſeatly meet afore the ladies, and be the 
deareſt friends one to another. [ Exit Dew. ] Give 
me the ſcarf now, thou ſhalt beat the other bare; 
fac'd. Stand by.—Sir Amorous ! 

Re-enter Sir Amorous. 

La-F. What's here ? a ſword ? 

Tru. I cannot help it, without I ſhould take the 
quarrel upon myſelf. Here be has ſent you his 
ſword—— | 

La-F. Tu receive none ont. 

Tru. And he wills you to faſten it againſt a wall, 
and break your head in ſome few ſeveral places 
againſt the hilts. 

La-F. 1 will not, tell him roundly. I cannot 
endure to ſhed my own blood. 4 

Tru. Will you not? 

La-F. No. Fil beat it againſt a fair flat wall, 
if that will ſatisfy him: If not, he ſhall beat it 
himſcif for Amorous. 

Tru. Why, this is ſtrange ſtarting off, when a 
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man undertakes for you! | offer'd him another 
condition 3 will you Rand to thas ? 

L. Ay, what it? 

Tre. That you will be beaten in privace. 

La F. Yes, 1 am content, at the bluas. 

Tres. Then you mult fubmic yourfelf wn be hoods 
wink d in this cart, and be led tr him, where be 
will take your fword from you, and make you bear 
a blow over the mouth, and rweaks by the noſe 
out of number. 

La F. 1 am content. Bur why mult I be blinded? 

Tru. That's for your good, Sir; becaule if be 
ſhould grow infulent wpon this, and publih is 
hereafter to your diſgrace (which I hope he will 
not do) you might fwcar Gicly, and protceft, be 
never beat you, to your knowledge. 
La-F. Oh, 1 conceive. 

Tru. I do not doubt but you'll be perfect good 
friends upon t, and not dare to utter an A thought 
one of another in future. 

L.. Not I. as Heaven help me, of him. 
Tru. Nor he of you, Sir. If be houlbow— 
Come, Sir. All hid ?—Sir John! 

{ Dauphine enters to Twcas bum. 

La-F. Oh, Sir John, Sir John | Oh, o-0-0-0-0- 
Oh—— 

Tru. Good Sir John, leave rweaking; you'll blow 
Vor. II. X di 
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his noſe of. Lis Sir John's pleaſure, you ſhould 
retire into the ſtudy. Why, now you are friends. 
All bitterneſs between vou, I hope, is buried ; you 
ſhall come forth by and by, Damon and Pythias 
upon't, and embrace with all the rankneſs of friend- 
flip that can be. [Exit La-Foole.) I truſt, we ſhall 
have em tamer i' their language hereafter. Dau- 
phine, I worſhip thee, Heaven's will! the ladies 
have ſurpriz'd us. 


Hang ity, Centaure, Mavis, Ars. Otter, Epicarne, 
ena Truss, come forward, baving d:ſcovered part 
of the paſt ſeene, 

Hau. Centaure. how our judgments were impos d 
on by theſe adui:-rate knights! 

Cn. Nav, madam, Mavis was more deceiv'd 
than we; twas her commendation utter d em in 
the college. 

Ati. I commended but their wits, madam, 
and their brarcrics. I never look d towards their 
valours. 

Han. Sir Dauphine is valiant, and a wit too, it 
ſecms. 

Adi. And a bravery too. 

Hen. Was this his project? 

Ars. Otter. So maſter Clerimont intimates, ma- 


dam. 


Ls. 
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Mouii. He is 2 very worthy geneleman. 
Cen. | could love 2 man for fuck-a noe ! 
Afovis. Or fuch 2 leg ! 

Cen. He has an excellent good ce, madam. 
Aﬀfavuis. And a very good look ! 

Tru. See how they ce thee, man! They arc 
taken, I warrant thee. 

Has. You bare uwabrac'd our brace of knights 
here, maſter Trucwit. 

Tru. Not I, madam ; it was Sir Dauphine's en- 
" I am glad of the fortunc (befides the G- 
covery of two fuch capey caſkets) tw gain the 
knowledge of fo rich a awac of vinue as Sis 
Dauphine. 

Cem, We would be all ghd to ke him of our 
ſriendihip, and fee him at the coilee. 

Afavis. He cannot mix with 2 fwccter fcicty, 
Tu propheſy z and I hope he bine will think ©. 

Des. 1 ſhould be rude to imagine octherwite, 
lady. 

Tre. Did not I tell thee, Dunphine 7 Bur pure 
fuc it now, thou haſt "cam. 
Has. Shall we go in again, Morulc ? 
Epi. Yes, madam. 

Cen. We'll catrent Sir Dauphine's company. 
Trs. Stay, good madam, the interview of the 
1X 2 d 
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two friends, Pylades and Oreſtes : Ill fetch em 
out to you ſtraight. 

Haw. Will you, maſter Trucwit ? 

Das. Ay; but, noble ladies, do not confeſs in 
your countenance, or outward bearing to 'em, any 
diſcovery of their ſollies, that we may ſee how they 
Has. We will not, Sir Dauphine. 
Cen. Mavis. Upon our honours, Sir Dauphine ! 
Tru. Sir Amorous, Sir Amorous! The ladies 
are here. 

La-F. Are they ? | 

Tru. Yes; but flip out by and by, as their backs 
are turn'd, and meet Sir John here, as by chance, 
when I call you. Jack Daw! 

Daw. [ Peeping.) What ſay you, Sir? 

Tru. Whip out behind me ſuddenly, and no 
anger i” your looks to your adverſary. Now, now! 


Enter at oppoſite doors, Daw and La-Foale. 

La-F. Noble Sir John Daw! Where ha' you 
been ? | 

Daw. To ſcek you, Sir Amorous. 

La-F. Me! I honour you. 

Daw. I prevent you, Sir. 

Cler. They have forgot their rapiers. 

Tru. Oh, they mect in peace, man. 
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Daz. Where's your fword, Sir John? 

Cler. And your's, Sir Amorous ? 

Daw. Mine | my boy bad it forth, to mend the 
handle, cen now. 

La-F. And my gold handic was broke too, wad 
my boy had it forth. 

Das. Indeed, Sir? How their executes mect © 

Chr. What a conſent there is ” the handles * 

Tre. Nay, there is © 7 the points wo, 1 wars 
rant you. 

1 Otter. Oh, me | madam, he comes again, 
the madman! Away. 

[ Exeunt Ladies, Daw, and Lo-Foolc. 


Enter Mere, with me ſwards. 

Afer. What make theſe naked weapons here, 
gentlemen ? 

Tru. Oh, Sir, here hath like to have been mur- 
der fince you went A couple of knights fallen out 
about the bride's favours : We were fain ts wke 
away their weapons. 

Aer. For her favours ? 

Tru. Ay, Sir, heretofore, not prefent. C- 
mont, carry them their fwords now. They have 
done all the hurt they will do. [Ex Chrome. 

Das. Have you ſpoke with a lawyer, Sir? 

Ar. Ob, no ! there is fuch a acike 7 the court, 

X 3 the. 
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that they have frightened me home with more 
violence than I went ! Such ſpeaking and counter- 
ſpeaking, with their ſcveral voices of citations, ap- 
pellations, allegations, certificates, attachments, 
tions indecd, among the doctors and proctore, that 
the noiſe here is ſilence to't! a kind of calm mid- 
night! 

Tru. Why, Sir, if you would be reſol d indeed, 
I can bring you hither a very ſufficient lawyer, and 
a learned divine, that ſhall enquire into every leaſt 
ſcruple for you. 

Mor. Can you, maſter Truewit ? 

Tru. Yes, and are very ſober grave perſons, that 
will diſpatch in a chamber with a whiſper or two. 

Mer. Good Sir, ſhall I hope this benefit from 
you, and truſt myſclf into your hands? 

Tru. Alas, Sir ! your nephew and I have becn 
aſham'd, and oft-times mad, fince you went, to 
think how you are abus'd. Go in, good Sir, and 
lock yourſelf up till we call you; we'll tell you 
more anon, Sir. 

Aar. Do your pleaſure with me, gentlemen ; 
do but divorce me from my wiſc, and I am bound 
to you for ever. [ Exit. 

Dan. What wilt thou do now, Wit? 

Tru. Recover me hither Otter and the barber, if 


you can, by any means, preſcatl p. 


Dau. 
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Das. Why? to what purpoſe? 

Tru. Oh, Fl make the deepett divine and grave 
lawyer out o them two tor bun. 

Das. Thou canit noi, man; theſe are waking 
dreams. 

Tru. Do not fear me. Chip but a civil gown 
with the welt of the one, and 2 canoaicit cloak 
with fleeves & the other, and give em a fow terms 
in their mouths, if there come not forth as able a 
doctor, and complete 2 parion, for this turn 25 may 
be wiſh'd, truſt not my clk&tion: The barber 
ſmatters Latin, | remember. 

Das. Yes, and Orter roo. 

Tru. Well then, if I make en not wrangle out 
this caſe, to bis no-comfort, Kt me be thought 2 
Jack Daw, or La-Fook, or any thing work. Go 
you to your ladics, but frit fend for them. 

Das. 1 will; and you Gall ave Our in 2 
trice, and the barber in the fhapping of bis 
kngers. ' Exexat ur ably. 


Anather apartment. Tables, has, © c. 


La-Feek, Clrimont, Daw. 
La-F. Where had you our fwerds, maiter C- 
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violence than I went ! Such ſpeaking and counter - 
pellations, allegations, certificates, attachments, 
tions indecd, among the doctors and proctore, that 
the noiſc here is ſilence to't! 2a kind of calm mid- 
night ! 

Tru. Why, Sir, if you would be reſol d indeed, 
I can bring you hither a very ſufficient lawyer, and 
a learned divine, that ſhall enquire into every leaſt 
ſcruple for you. 

Aer. Can you, maſter Truewit ? 

Tru. Yes, and are very ſober grave perſons, that 
will diſpatch in a chamber with a whiſper or two. 
Mor. Good Sir, ſhall I hope this benefit from 
you, and truſt myſclf into your hands? 

Tru. Alas, Sir ! your nephew and I have becn 
aſham'd, and oft-times mad, fince you went, to 
think how you are abus'd. Go in, good Sir, and 
lock yourſelf up till we call you; we'll tell you 
more anon, Sir. 

Aer. Do your pleaſure with me, gentlemen ; 
do but divorce me from my wiſc, and I am bound 
to you for ever. { Exit. 

Dau. What wilt thou do now, Wit? 

Tru. Recover me hither Otter and the barber, if 


you can, by any means, preſcatly. 


Dau. 
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Das. Why? to what purpoſe? 

Tra. Ob, Tu make the deepett divine and gravett 
Lawyer out & them tee for hum. 

Das. "Thou cauit no, man; theſe zoe waking 
dreams. 

Tre. Do not fear me. Chp but 2 cit gown 
with the welt of the one, and 2 cancnicet cloak 
with fleeves o the cher, wad give em i fore ome 
in their mouths, uf there cum not forth as able 4 
doctor, and complete 2 parien, for this tym 25 may 
be win d, wust not my chktion: The buber 
ſmaners Latin, | remember. 

Daz. Yes, and Orncr two. 

Tru. Well then, if © make en not wrangle our 
this caſe, to bis no-comfort, t me be thought + 
Jack Daw, or La-Fook, or any thing work, Go 
you to your ladics, but firit fend for them. 

Das. 1 will; and you Galt awe Our in 4 
trice, and the barber in the frapping of his 


Anather apartment. Tables, chairs, ©c. 
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LF. And he took em from our boys, I war- 
Fane you. 

ler. Very like, Sir. 

John Daw and I are both bebolden to you. 

Cler. Would I knew how to make you fo, gen- 
tlemen 

Daw. Sir Amorous and I are your ſervants, Sir. 

Aer. Faith, now we are in private, let's wanton 
it a little, and talk waggiſhly. Sir John, I am tel- 
ling Sir Amorous here that you two govern the 
ladies wherc'er you come. 

Daw. Not I: Sir Amorous does. 

La-F. I proteſt, Sir John does. 

Cler. Well, agree on't together, knights; for 
between you, you divide the ladics' aſſections: I 
ſee it. You could tell ſtrange ſtories, my maſters, 
if you would, I know. 

Daw. Faith, we have ſeen ſomewhat, Sir. 

La-F. That we hae Velvet petticoats, and 
clock'd ſtockings, or ſo. 

Daw. Ay, and—— 

Cer. Nay, out with it, Sir John. 

Daw. Why—a—do you ſpeak, Sir Amorous. 

La-F. No, do you, Sir John Daw. 

Daz. T faith, you ſhall. 

La-F. Tfaith, you ſhall. 
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Daw. Why, we have e 

La-F. In the great bed at Ware together in our 

Cler. Do you hear, Sir John? You hall tell me 
but one thing truly, as you love me. 

Daw. If 1 can, 1 will, Si. 

Chr. You lodged in the fame houſe with the 
bride here? 
Daw. Yes, and convers'd with ber bourty, Sir. 
Cler. And what humour is the of ? bs he come 
ing and open, free ? 

Daw. Oh, exceeding open, Sir. 1 was her fer 
vant, and Sir Amorous was t be. 

Cr. Come, you both have bad foaroues from 
ber: I know, and have heard © much. 

Daw. Oh, no, Sir. 

LF. You ſhalt excuſe us, Sir; we mult nat 
wound reputation. 

Cl. Tu, the is married now; and therefane 
fpeak plainly : Which of you led firſt? ba? 

Daw. Oh, it plcaſes him to fay fo, Sir ; bur Sir 
Amoross knows 25 well. 
Cr. Dot thou, faith, Amorcous ? 
L. In 2 manner, Sir. 
. Why, | commend you, lads. Little 8:10» 
don Bridegroom of this ; nor thall he, for ©-. | 

Das. 
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Daw. Hang him, mad ox. 

Chr. Speak ſoftly; here comes his nephew. 
He'll get the ladies irom you, Sirs, if you look not 
to him in time. 

La-F. Why, if he do, we'll fetch em home 
again, I warrant you. [Excunt Daw and La-Focle. 


Enter Dauphine. 

Cier. Where's Trucwit, Dauphine ? We want 
him much. His knights are wound up as bigh and 
inſolent as ever they were. 

Dau. You jcit. 

Cer. — with wits or maky, 
cverconfecis'd fuch ftorics of themſclves. I would 
not give 2 fly's leg in balance againſt all the vo- 
mens reputations here, if they could be but thought 
to ſpeak truth: And, for the bride, they have 
— 78 

Dan. Indecd 

Cler. Les; and tell times, and circumſtances. 

Das. Not both of 'em ? 

Cler. Yes, faith; they would have ſet it down 
under thcir hands. | 

Dau. Why, they will be our ſport, I fee, ill, 
whether we will or no. 


Enter Truewit, with Otter and Cutherd diſguiſcd. 


7u. Oh, are you here? Come, Davphine ; go 
call 
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call your uncle preſcutiy | have fitted my divine 
and my canonit, dy'd their beards 2nd all. Come, 
maſter doftor, and maſter parſon, bok w our 
parts now, and diſcharge en bravely; you are 
well ſet forth, perform it 2s well, | If your chance 
to be out, do not cone it with Sanding Hill, or 
humming, or gaping one at another ; bur go on, 
and talk aloud, and cagerly; vie rcbement action, 
and oy remember your terms, and you are Gate. 
Here be comes: det your faces, and look fuper- 
cilioudy, while | preſent you. 


Enter Mhr1/e and Dantrhine. 
Afr. Are theſe the two learned men? 
Tru. Yes, Sir; pleaſe you flute "can ! 
Afr. Salute em? I had rather do any thing, 
than wear out tune fo uniruutully, Sir. 
Tru.Wc'll go to the matter hen. [ Site the table.) 
Gentlemen, maiter doctor, and maiter parſon, 1 
have acquainted you futhciently with the butincls 
for which you arc come hither ; and you d act 
now to inform yourſelves in the tare of the quebo 
tion, I know. "This is the gentleman who en 
22 ans 2 che you 
pleaſe, begin. 
Ctter. Pleaſe you, maiter doctor. 
Cut. Pic you, goo! mater parton. 
. Otter, | would hear the canow bars fpcak £:h. 
Cas 


3 gra. - 


- 
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Cut. It muſt give place to poſitive divinity, Sir. 

Mer. Nay, good gentlemen, do not throw me 
quickly at me, thoſe that are. Be ſwift in afford- 
ing me my peace, if ſo I ſhall hope any. For the 
cauſe of noiſe, am I now a ſuitor to you. You do 
not know in what a miſery I have been exercis'd 
this day, what a torrent of evil! My very houſe 
turns round with the tumult! I dwell in a wind- 
mill! The perpetual motion is here. - 

Tru. Well, good maſter doctor, will you break 
the ice ? Maſter parſon will wade after. 

Cut. Sir, tho' unworthy, and the weaker, I will 
preſume. | 

Otter. Tis no preſumption, demine doctor. 

Mor. Yet again 

Cut. Your queſtion is, for how many cauſes a 
man may have 4/vortium legitimum, a lawful divorce. 
Firſt, you muſt underſtand the nature of the word 
divorce, 4 d;vertends. | 
Mer. No excurſions upon words, good doctor; 
to the qucition bricſly. 

Cut. I anſwer then, the canon-law affords divorce 
but in few caſes ; and the principal is in the com- 
mon caſc, the adultcrous caſe : But there are 
dusdecim impedimenta, twelve impediments (as we 
call em) all which do not dirimere contraftum, but 

rithm 
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irritum reddere matrimonium, a5 we ſay in the canons 


law; nt take away the bend, but cauſe @ nallity 
therein. 


Otter. He cannot open this too much, Sir, by 
your favour. 

Aer. Let more 

Tru. Oh, you muſt give the lkamed men leave, 
Sir. To your impediments, maſter doctor. 
Cut. The firſt is impodimentnnn erraris. 

Cat. Ay, as error perſons. 
Otter. If thou contract thyſelf w one perfon, 
Otter. If the be a beggar, and you thought her 
rich. 
| Onter. If the prove ſtubborn or head-irong, that 
you thought obedient. 

Afr. How ? I that, Sir, a bete impedis 
ment? One at once, 1 pray you, gentlemen. 
Our. Ax, ante ebe, but not pof capulam, 
vir. 

Tra. Alas, Sir, what 2 hope are we falls from! 
Cut. The next is canditis The third is wasn: 

The 
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The fourth is cogneatio: if the perſons be of kin 
within the degrees. 

Otter. Ay, do you know what the degrees are, Sir? 

Mer. No, nor I care not, Sir ; they offer me no 
comfort in the queition, I am ſure. 

Cur. But there is a branch of this impediment 
may, which is c:gnatio ſpiritualis : If you were her 
god-father, Sir, then the marriage is inceſtuous. 

Aer. Oh, me! To end the controverſy, I never 
was a god-ſather, I never was a god-father in my 
life, Sir. Paſs to the next. 

Cut. The fiſth is crimen adulterii; the known 
caſe. The fixth cultds diſparitas, difference of 
religion: Have you ever examin'd her, what reli- 
gion ſhe is of. | 
Mer. No, I would rather the were of none, than 
be put to the trouble of it. 

Cut. The ſeventh is, viz. if it were upon com- 
pulGon or force. 

Aer. Oh, no, it was too voluntary, mine, too 
voluntary. 

Cut. The eighth is, rds; if ever ſhe have taken 
holy orders. 

Otter. That's ſupcrititious, abiurd, abſurd, and 
mercly apoſtatical. 

Cai. You ſhall pardon me, maſter parſon ; I can 


Prove that 


Otter. 
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Otter. Y ou can prove 2 will, maſter doctor; you 
can prove nothing clic. Docs t your own canon 
ſay, IIc ſocrands vetunt crmnudia, facts retractunt. 


Afr. Oh, this was it I fear'd. Peace, good 
echoes Oh, mine cars, mine cars ! 

Tru. Nay, good Sir, attend the kamed men. 
They have ncar done. Proceed to the next, Sis. 

Cat. The ninth is, Aan. 

Otter. If you were bound to any other before, 
Sir. 

Aer. No, no, I thru my{clf too ſoon into theſe 
ſettors. | 

Cut. The tenth is, pubic: roneftus. 

Otter. Av, and is at hve impedimentum. 

Cut. The cleventh is, affinicas ox farnication«. 

Otter. Which is no lefs vera afinitas, than 
other, maſter doctor. 

Cat. True, gue ritzr ex Ggitume matlrimanss. 
Otter. You fay right, venerable doctor: Aud, 
naſcitur OX (— 

Cut. I corre you, maiter parton : its e of 
Urns pater— 
Ctter. Et vere H gui fic generate. 

Aer. What's all this to me ? 


Eater 
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Enter Epicaene, Haughty, Centaure, Mavis, Mrs. 
Otter, Daw, La-Foole. 

Epi. I will not endure it any longer. Ladies, 
I beſcech you help me. This is ſuch a wrong 2s 
never was offer'd to poor bride before : Upon her 
marriage-day, to have her huſband conſpire againſt 
her, and a couple of mercenary companions to be 
brought in for form's ſake, to perſuade a ſepara- 
tion I If you had blood or virtue in you, gentle» 
men, you would not ſuffer ſuch carwigs about a 
huſband, or ſcorpions to creep between man and 
wife. 
Aer, Oh, the variety and the changes of my 
torment ! 

Has. Let em be cudgell'd out of doors by our 


Cen. I'll lend you my footman. 

Afavis. We'll have our men blanket them i” the 
hall. | 

Daw. Content, i'faith. 

Tru. Stay, ladies and gentlemen ! you'll bear 
before you proceed: 

Aris. Vil have the bridegroom blanketed too. 


Cer, Bogin with him firſt, 
Has. Yes, by my troth. 
Mer. Oh, mankind generation! 
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Daz. Ladies, for my fake forbear. 
Has. Yes, for Sir Dauphine's Cake. 

Con. He thall command us. 

Das. Come, I fee now plain confederacy © 
abuſe a gentleman. You indy his een. Sis, 
will it pleaſe you hear me ? 

Afer. Oh, do not talk tw me ; take not from an 
the pleaſure of Lying in unc, uc N. 

Dax. Sir, | malt (peak © you. HE Gee aw 
of this unbappy match abtoluecty, and dans 
lus —— 

Aer. (It cannot be.) 

Das. Sir, that you be ever troubled with + 
murmur of it more, ſhall 1 have your farowe pore 
fect to me, and love hereafter 7 

Afer. That, and any thang a. Make ehia. 

own conditions. 
Epe. Will Sir Dauphine be manc encary wo / 
Das. You know | have been loug + fairer = 
you, uncle, that out of your citzie, which » *iiou 
bundred 3-year, you wouid allow 2c but five 2 
dred during hic, and adfure the zelt apo mo cit, 
to which | have often, by ne and ay bree 
tender'd you 2 writing to Ggn, which youu would 
never conſent or incline to. It you pleaic bus = 
effect it now— 

Vor- III. 
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Ae. Thou ſhalt have it, nephew: I will do it, 


and more. 

Dan. If I quit you not preſently, and for ever 
of this trouble, you ſhall have power inſtantly, 
afore all theſe, to revoke your act, and I will be- 
come whoſe flave you will give me to, for ever. 
Mor. Where is the writing? I will ſcal to it, 
that, or to a blank, and write thine own conditions. 

Epi. Oh, me moſt unfortunate wretched gen- 
tlewoman ! 

Hau. Will Sir Dauphine do this? 

Epi. Good Sir, have ſome compaſſion on me. 

Alu Oh, my nephew knows you belike; away, 
crocodile ! | 

Cen. He docs it not fure without good ground. 

Dau. Here, Sir. 

Mer. Come, nephew, give me the pen; I will 
tubſcribe to any thing, and ſeal to what thou wilt 
for my deliverance. Thou art my reſtorer. Here ; 
I deliver it thee as my deed. If there be a word 
in it lacking, or writ with falſe orthography, I pro- 

Dan. Ther. here is your releaſe, Sir; [Epicarne 
throw: off female apparel, and — cleaths.} 
you have marned a boy. 

Aer. A boy! 

. s ſon, 

tuat 
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that | have brought up this baif-year, at my greac 
charges, and for this compoſition, which I kave 
now made with you. What foy you, muiter 
doctor ? This is pro mnpodimentnan, © hope; 
error per ſane. 

Otter. Yes, Sir, in prime grad 

Cat. bn prime grad. 

Dax. | thank you, good doctor Cutberd, and 
parion Oxter. [They throw off their ale, You 
are beholden to em, Sir, that have taken this pans 
for you ; and my friend, maſter Trucwit, who en- 
abled em for the buſineſs. Now you may ref be 
2s private as you will, Sir. Cutberd, Fu make 
your leaſe good. "Thank me not, but with your 
leg, Cutberd. And, Tom Outer, your princets hat 
be reconciF'd to you. How now, gentiemen* do 
you look at me ? 

Tru. Well, Dauphine, you have lurch's your 
friends of the better halt of the garland, by con- 
ceahng this part of the et: But much good do 
it thee ! thou deſerv M it, lad: And, Chkonmont, tos 
thy uncxpected bringing theſe rwo w contenu, 
wear my part of it freely. 

Fei, Now, Sir Daw, and Sir La-Fook, you te 
the gentlewoman that has donc you the favours * 

Tru. We ax all thankiul w you, aud & ould 

ihe 
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the woman-kind here; but that we have ſtuck 
it upon you to-day, in your own imagin'd perſons, 
and fo lately, this Amazon, the champion of the 
ſex, ſhould beat you now thriftily, for the common 
flanders which ladies receive from ſuch cuckows 
as you are. You are they, that when no merit 
or fortune can make you hope to poſſeſs their per- 
ſons, make their fame ſuffer. Away, you common 
moths of theſe, and all ladies honours ! Go, travel 
to make legs and faces, and come home with ſome 
new matter to be laugh'd at. Madams, you are 
mute, upon this new metamorphoſis ! But here 
ſtands ſhe that has vindicated your ſames. Take 
heed of ſuch inſets hereafter. And let it not 
trouble you, if you have diſcover'd any myſteries 
to this young gentleman : We'll all undertake for 
his ſecreſy, that can ſpeak fo well of his filence. 

Mor. — ———— riſe 
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